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SONGS   OF  THE   GAEL. 


1-MO  NI8HEAN  DONN  BHOIDHEACH-MY  BROWN-HAIRED  MAIDEN. 


?3T  'B\^.— Beating  twice  to  the  meamre. 
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\Ho-  I  TO,        Hio  nighean  donnl  bhoidheach. 
Ho  -  TO,        my'  brown-hair'd    maiden. 
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mo  nighean  donnl  bhoidheach,  | 
my      bonnie         maiden. 
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achi  thu. 
but  thee. 
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\Mo    I  chaileag,        laghach 
My    sweetest,        neatest 


:r    in    :—  |f    ; 

Cha  Iphosainn 

I  '11    wed  none 


A  Pheigi  dhonn  nam  blath-shuil, 
G  iir  trom  a  thug  mi  gradh  dim  it, 
Tha  d'  iomhaighj  ghaoil,  is  d' ailleachd 
A  ghnath  tigh'n  f  o  m'uidh. 

Cha  cheil  mi  air  an  t-saoghal 
Gil  bheil  mo  mhiann  's  mo  ghaol  ort, 
'S  ged  chaidh  mi  uat  air  faondradh 
Cha  chaochail  mo  rtm. 

Nuair  bha  ann  ad  lathair 
Bu  shona  bha  mo  laithean,  _ 
A  sealbhachadh  do  mhanraia 
Is  Jville  do  ghnuis. 

Gnuis  aoidheil,  bbanail,  mhalda, 
Na  h-oigh  is  caomha  nadur, 
I  suairce,  ceanail,  baigheil, 
Lan  grais  agus  muirn. 

'S  ann  tha  mo  run  "s  na  beatmtaibh, 
,¥ar  bheil  mo  ribhinn  ghreannur, 
Mar  ros  am  fasach  shamhraidh, 
An  gleann  fad  o  shviiL 


O  maid  whose  face  is  fairest, 
The  beauty  that  thou  bearest, 
Thy  witching  smilu  the  rarest^ 
Are  ever  with  me. 

Though  far  from  thee  I  'm  ranging 
My  love  is  not  estranging, 
My  heart  is  still  unchanging 
And  aye  true  to  thee. 

Oh,  blest  was  I  when  near  thee, 
To  see  thee  and  to  hear  thee. 
These  memories  still  endear  thee 
For  ever  to  me. 

Thy  smile  is  brightest,  purest, 
Best,  kindliest,  demurest. 
With  which  thou  still  aUurest 
]My  heart's  love  to  thee. 

Where  Highland  hiUa  are  swelling 
My  darling  has  her  dwelling; 
A  fair  wild  rose  excelling 
In  sweetness  is  she. 


2-OCH,  OCH!  MAR  THA  MI-OCH,-OCH!  HOW  LONELY. 


KEY  F. —  With  expretixon. 
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nam  |  aonar,       A  dol  troimhl  choill  far  an  robh  mi  |  eolach,       / 
Och,  och !  how  lonely        to    wander  weary  Thro'  scenes  endearing    with  none  beside      me  1 
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iNach  fhaigh  mil  4it'      ann  am    fhearann!  duthchais,  Ged  phaig 


.t  :d'.,l  Is      :n  .d  :r  .n  Id      d  . 

I  fhaigh  mil  dit'      ann  am    fbearannl  duthchais,  Oed  phaighinnl  cron     airson     lend    |  na  broige. 
For    all     around    now  to    me    is    dreary.      My    native  land    haa    a  home  deni«d    me. 


Neo-bhinu  an  fhuaim  leam  a  dhaisg  o  m*  shuain  mi, 
'Se  tighinn  anuas  orm  o  bhruaich  nam  mor-bheann, 

An  ciobair  Gallda  's  cha  chord  a  chainnt  rium, 
E  glaodhaich  thall  ri  cu  mall  an  dolai«. 

Moch  maduinn  Cheitein,  an  am  dhomh  eirigh, 
Cha  cheol  air  gheugan,  no  geum  air  mointich, 

Ach  ggreadail  bheisdean  's  a  chanain  bheurla, 
Le  coin  'g  an  eigheach,  cur  feidh  air  fogar. 

An  uair  a  chi  mi  na  beanntan  arda, 

'S  an  fhearann  aigh  'e  an  robh  Fionn  a  chomhnuidhi" 
Cha-n  f  haic  mi  'n  aite  ach  na  caoraich  bhana, 

Is  Gaill  gun  aireamh  'b  a  hniile  comhaiL 

Xa  glinne  chiatach  's  am  faighteadh  fiadhaeh, 
'M  biodh  coin  air  iallan  aig  gillean  oga, 

Cha-n  fhaic  thu  'n  dingh  ann  ach  ciobair  BtiftllAch, 
'S  gur  duibhe  mheuran  na  sgiath  na  rocais. 

Chaidh  gach  abhaist  a  chuir  air  fnadach, 
Cha  chluinn  thu  gruagach  ri  duan  no  oran ; 

'f ach  bochd  an  sgeul  e  gu'n  d'  ehearg  ar  n-uaislean, 
S  na  balaich  shuarach  n'an  aitean-oomhnoidh  ? 


What  sounds  unsweet  have  disturbed  me,  marring 
The  long-sought  slumbers  around  me  falling  ? 

The  Lowland  shepherd,  with  accent  jarring, 
Directs  his  sheepdog  with  hideous  bawling. 

No  more  are  mornings  in  spring  delightful 
With  deer  soft  lowing  and  woodland  warbles. 

The  deer  have  fled  from  these  barkings  frightful. 
And  loud  the  stranger  his  jargon  garbles. 

Our  Highland  mountains  with  purple  heather, 
Where  Fingal  fought  and  his  heroes  slumber, 

Are  white  with  sheep  now  for  miles  together, 
And  filled  with  strangers  whom  none  can  number. 

The  lovely  glens  where  the  deer  long  lingered 
And  our  fair  youths  went  with  hounds  to  find  them. 

Are  now  the  home  of  the  long  black-fingered 
And  lazy  shepherds  with  dogs  behind  them. 

The  ancient  customs  and  clans  are  banished. 
No  more  are  songs  on  the  breezes  swelling. 

Our  Highland  nobles  alaa  I  are  vanished. 
And  worthlees  upitarts  are  in  their  dwelling. 


Aattior->Cb«  Ute  Dr.  VaCUlO 


8-LEABAIDH  GHUILL-THE  BED  OF  GAUL. 
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With  feeling. 
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caraibh,         a   jchlauna       nan  I  teud,  Leabaldh  |  Ghuill    is     a   |  dheo-greine        |lkmhri3,/ 

laid  be  side  him, 
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\    O         I  caraibh,         a   |  chlauna       nan  I  teud,  Leabaldh  |  Ghuill    is     a   |  dhec 
O     ye  bards,  make  the  last     bed    of  Gaul,  With  hia   sunbeam    of  war 
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IFar  ami  faicear         a    |  leabaidh    an  I  c^in,      Agu3  I  geuga  is  I  airde         'ga  |  sg^ile. 

Where  the  shade    of  this  great    tree  shall  fall,  And  its    branches  from  tempests  shall  hide  him. 


Fo  sgeith  daraig  a's  guirme  blath, 
Is  luaith'  f ks,  agus  dreach  a's  buaine, 

Bhruchdas  duilleach  air  anail  na  frois 
'S  an  raon  bhi  seargta  m'au  cuairt  di. 

A  duilleach  o  iomal  na  tira 

Chitear  le  eoin  an  t-samhraidh. 
Is  laidhidh  gach  eun  mar  a  thig  a 

Air  barraibh  na  geige  urair. 

Cluinnidh  Goll  an  ceilear  na  cheo, 
Is  oighean  a  seinn  air  Aoibhir-chaomha; 

'S  gus  an  caochail  gach  ni  dhiubh  so, 
Gha  Bgarar  bhur  cuimhne  o  cheile. 

Gus  an  crion  gu  luaithre  a  chlach, 
'S  an  searg  as  le  aois  a  gheug  so, 

Gus  an  sguir  na  sruthan  a  ruith, 
'S  an  deagh  mathair-uisge  nan  eleibhte, 

Gi;b  an  caillear  an  dilinn  aois 
Gach  hlidh,  is  d^n,  's  aobhar-sgeile, 

Cha'n  fheoraich  an  t-aineal  'Co  mac  Moima?' 
No  '  Cia  i  comhnuidh  High  na  Strumoin? ' 


This  green  spreading  oak  is  his  bower. 
Fair  growing  and  lovely  and  lasting ; 

Its  leaves  diiuk  tlie  breath  of  the  shower 
While  the  drought  all  around  it  ia  blasting. 

Its  leares  from  afar  shall  be  seen. 

And  the  birds  of  the  summer,  swift  winging. 
Alight  on  its  boughs  wide  and  green — 

From  his  mist  Gaul  shall  hear  their  sweet  singing. 

Evircoma  shall  hear  how  her  praise 
The  songs  of  the  maidens  shall  cherish ; 

Till  everything  round  us  decays. 
Your  memory  from  earth  shall  not  perish. 

Till  this  stone  has  been  crumbled  away. 
Till  the  streams  cease  to  flow  from  the  mountainB, 

Till  this  tree  with  old  age  shall  decay. 
And  drought  dries  from  the  hills  all  the  fountains, 

Till  the  great  flood  of  ages  has  run 
Over  bards,  songs  and  all  that  is  human, 

None  need  ask,  Who  was  Morni's great  son? 
Or,  Where  dwells  the  brave  King  of  Strumon  ? 


ilutboc— OSSIAfl, 


4-8ANARACH  OHONN  A  CHRUIDH-MAID  OF  THE  DAIRY. 
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Chaoin  a  chiuldh,!  dbonn  acbruidb,  jcailin        deas    |  donn  a  cbroidb, 
Faiiy       maid,    dai   •    rymaid,  Bonnie    blythe    dairymaid. 


jr.  :-.l.d.  I 

I  donn  a  cbroidb,  | 


n  :d  Ir     :-.r 

Cuacbag       an  Ifb^Bacb. 
Maid    of  the    dairy- 


"Nnair  a  sheinneadh  tn  coilleag, 
A'  leigeil  raairt  aun  an  coillidh. 
Dh'  ialadh  eunlaith  gach  doire, 
Dh'  ^Lsdeachd  coireal  do  mbknrain. 

Ged  a  b'  fbonnmhor  an  fhidheall, 
'S  a  teudan  an  righeadh, 
'S  e  'bheireadh  danns'  air  a'  chridhe, 
Ce61  nighean  na  h-kiridh. 

'Bheireadh  dfilan  na  gr^ine, 
'Dearsadh  moch  air  foir  d'  eudainn, 
'S  gu  'm  b'  ait  learn  r'  a  16irsinn 
Boillegeadh  dibliinn  cul  Mkiridh. 

'S  taitneach  siubhal  a  cuailein 
'G  a  chrathadh  m'  a  cluasan, 
A'  toirt  muigh,  air  sejd  luacnrach^ 
An  tigh  buailidb'n  gleann  fksaioh. 

Gu  'm  bu  mhbthar  mo  bheadrach, 
'Teachd  do'n  bhuailidh  mu  'n  eadthrath, 
Seadhach,  eeang-chorpach,  beitir, 
'S  buarach  greasad  an  kil  aic'. 

A  bhanarach  dhonn  a'  chroidh, 
Chaoin  a'  chruidh,  dhonn  a'  chniidh 
CaUin  deas  donn  a'  chniidh, 
Cuacbag  an  fbksaich. 


When  Mary  ii  singing 
The  birdies  come  winging, 
And  listen,  low  swinging, 
On  twigs  light  and  airy. 

My  heart  bounds  with 
To  hear  the  sweet  measure 
That 's  sung  by  my  treasure, 
The  maid  of  the  dairy. 


The  sunshine  soft  st 
Aroimd  her  is  beaming, 
It 's  glowing  and  gleaming 
On  the  locks  of  my  Mary. 

O'er  the  moors  waste  and  dreary 
Trips  gaily  my  dearie. 
With  foot  never  weary, 
Ab  light  as  a  fairy. 

The  maid  of  this  ditty 
Is  charming  and  pretty. 
She 's  wise  and  she 's  witty, 
8he  's  winning  and  wary. 

My  bonnie  bright  dairymaid, 
Fair>-  maid,  dairsrmaid, 
Bonnie  blvthe  dairymaid, 
Maid  of  the  dairy. 


OaaUc  woT<l>  by  Ai,EXAin>n  MaoDonald  (Mao  Mhaigbitir  Mnstalr); 


6-MOnAG-JACOBITE  SONG. 
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M  Mhorag   chiatach  a  chuil    dualaich       I  'Sa     do         luaidh  a     tha      air    m  'aire,      / 

Morag         with  th«        trcssei       flovin;,         I       will  praise  thee  with    d«  •  vo-tion. 
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MAgua       O       Mhor  -  ag,     I  ho    -    ro  'sna    horo  gheallaidh.lAgue     o  Mhor  -  ag. 

Thenhoro,  Moif  •  ag,      h*    •    to,  the    lovely      lady,    Thenhoro^  Mor  -  cf. 


IS  ma  dh'  imlch  thn  null  thar  chuim  i 
6u  ma  luath  a  thig  thu  thairis. 
'S  cuimhnich,  their  leat  bannal  ghraagach 
A  luaidheas  an  cloth  ruadh  gu  daingeann. 
O  cha  leiginn  thu  do'n  bhuaUidh 
Obair  thruaillidh  sin  nan  cailean. 
Gur  h-i  Morag  ghrinn  mo  ghuanag 
Aig  am  bail  an  cuailein  barr-fhionn. 
'S  gaganach,  bachlagach,  cuachacb 
Ciabhag  na  gruagaich  glaine, 
Do  chill  peucach  sios  'na  dhualaibh 
Dhalladh  e  uaislean  1«  lainnir, 

Sio8  'na  fheoirneinean  mu'd  ghuailnean, 
Leadan  cuaicheineach  na  h-ainnir. 
'S  iomaJh  leannan  a  th'  aig  Morag 
Eadar  Mor-thir  agus  Arrainn. 
'S  iomadh  gaisgeach  deas  de  Ghaidheal 
Nach  obadh  le  m'  ghradh-sa  tarruing, 
A  rachadh  le  sgiathan  's  le  clkidhean 
Air  bheag  sgath  gu  bial  nan  canan, 
Chunnartaicheadh  dol  an  ordugh 
Thoirt  do  chorach  mach  a  dh'aindeoin. 
A  righ,  bu  mhath  's  an  luath-laimh  iad 
Nuair  a  thkirneadh  iad  an  lannan. 
H-uile  cloth  a  luaidh  iad  riamh  dhuibh 
Dh'  fhag  iad  e  gu  ciatach  daingeann. 

Teann,  tiugh,  daingeann,  fighte,  luaidhto 
Daitk  ruadh  air  thuar  na  fala. 

Greas  thairis  le  d'  mhnathan  luadhaidh 
'S  theid  na  gruagaichean  so  mar-riut. 
Agus  o  Mhorag,  horo,  '■  na  horo  gheallaidh. 


Far  too  soon  has  been  thy  going ; 
Soon  come  back  across  the  ( 


Bring  a  band  of  maida  for  spreading 
And  for  dressing  cloth  of  scarlet. 
Thou  shalt  not  go  to  the  steading, 
Leave  vUe  work  to  loon  and  varlet 
Oh,  my  Morag  is  the  sweetest, 
With  her  lovely  locks  in  cluster. 
Coiled  and  curled  in  folds  the  sweetest, 
Gleaming  bright  with  golden  lustre ; 
Glowing  ringlets,  golden  gleaming. 
Dazzle  nobles  who  behold  her ; 

Yellow  tresses  round  her  streaming. 
Fall  in  cascades  on  her  shoulder. 
Many  a  lover  has  my  lady, 
In  the  mainland  and  the  Islands ; 
Many  a  man  with  sword  and  plaidie 
She  coidd  summon  from  the  Highlands, 
Who  would  face  the  cannon's  thunder 
Armed  and  for  her  honour  plighted. 
Driving  hostile  bands  asunder 
Bound  to  see  our  lady  righted. 
Certes,  but  our  maids  are  clever 
When  they  get  their  weapons  ready, 
Many  a  web  they  've  sorted  ever 
Firmly  handled  close  and  steady, 
Thick  and  close  and  firm  in  pressing. 
Bloody-red,  a  dye  unfading; 

Come  then  ^vitb  thy  maids  for  dressing, 
We  are  ready  here  for  aiding. 
Then  horo,  Morag,  horo,  the  lovely  ladj. 


Author- ALBXANDEB  HACDONAID. 


Morag  repressata  Friacs  CharU*. 


6-CUMHA  IAIN  GHAIRBH  RARSAIDH-RAA8AY  LAMENT. 
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Cha  tog  mi  fonn  aotrom, 

O  Dhihaoine  mo  dhunach : 
O'n  a  cbailleacUi  am  bkta. 

Air  'n  a  bhuthadh  an  cuiridh. 
O'n  a  chailleadh  am  bkta, 

Air  'n  a  bhathadh  an  cuiridh : 
'S  i  do  ghuala  bha  Faidir, 

6ed  a  shkraich  a'  mbuir  tho. 
'S  i  do  ghuala  'bha  laidir, 

Ged  a  sharaich  a'  mhuir  thn ; 
'S  ann  an  clachan  na  traghad,  _ 

'Tha  mo  ghradh-sa  bho'n  uiridh; 
'S  ann  an  clachan  na  trkghad, 

'Tha  mo  ghrkdh-sa  bho'n  uiridb : 
Gun  slod'  air  do  chluasaig, 

Fo  lie  uaine  na  tuinne. 
Gun  B\od'  air  do  chluasaig, 

Fo  lie  uaine  na  tuinne ; 
Tha  do  chlaidheamh  'na  dhtmadh, 

Fo  dhruchdadh  nan  uinneag. 
Tha  do  chlaidheamh  'na  dhdnadb, 

Fo  dhrhchdadh  nanuinneag ; 
Do  chuid  chon  air  an  iallaibh, 

'S  cha  triall  iad  do'n  mhonadh. 
Do  chuid  chon  air  an  iallaibh, 

'S  cha  triall  iad  do'n  mhonadh ; 
Do  fhrlth  nam  beann  h,rda, 

No  gu  krd-bh^inn  a'  chuilinn. 
Do  fhrith  nam  beann  krda. 

No  gu  krd-bh^inn  a'  chuilinn  ; 
'S  mi  na  m'  ahuidh'  air  an  fhaodhlains. 

Gun  fhaoilte,  gun  fhuran. 
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Since  the  day  of  my  sorrow 

I  am  weary  with  wailing, 
Since  the  loss  of  the  boatie. 

Where  the  hero  was  sailuig. 
Since  the  loss  of  the  boatie, 

Where  the  hero  was  sailmg, 
Oh,  strong  was  his  shoulder. 

Though  the  sea  was  prevailing. 
Oh,  strong  was  his  shoulder, 

Tliough  the  sea  was  prevailiMg, 
Now  he  lies  in  the  clachan 

Whom  I  am  bewailing. 
Now  he  lies  in  the  clachan. 

Whom  I  am  bewailing. 
And  a  green  grassy  curtain 

His  cold  bed  is  veiling. 
And  a  green  grassy  curtain 

Kis  cold  bed  is  veiling. 
His  sword  in  its  scabbard 

The  rust  is  assailing. 
His  sword  in  its  scabbard 

Tlie  rust  is  assailing. 
His  hounds  on  their  leashes, 

Their  speed  unavailing. 
His  bounds  on  their  leashea, 

Their  speed  unavailing, 
No  more  shall  my  hero 

His  mountains  be  scaling. 
No  more  shall  iny  hfro 

His  mountains  Ije  scaling, 
Sitting  sadly,  I  sorrow, 

Heavy-hearted  and  ailing. 


Composed  on  tlio  death  of  UlN  Gakbh  MaoObiu»OAU.U1I  ot  R«May,  by  hU  lister. 
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7-MO  MHALI  BHEAG  06~MY  DEAR  LITTLE  MAY. 


1 1  truagh '. 
Dost    thou  not 


r   .,d    Id      ; 

prio     -     san  Mo  |  Mha  -  li  bheag  hg  ? 
mj    an     -     guish,  My    dear      lit  -  tie  May  ? 


r.  1      Is    .,s    :n    .,s    Id'  :8    .,f    In 

^Nachltruaghleat  mi 'smiprio     -     san  Mo  j 


Id'   .,d'  :r'  .,d'  \ 

jlchairdean   a   cur  ' 


.s  Id' 

Do! 

In  dungeon   dark    I 
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'binn      orm,  Mo  I  chuid  de'n  t-saoghalithu.  A     I  bhean  nam  mala       min       -        e,  'Snam/ 

languish.      My      own        darling  May.  No    eyes  were  sweeter,    clear     •     er,    No 
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Ipogan    mar  na    fioguis,        Is    I  tu  nach  fhagadh  shios        mi    le    I  mi -ruin       do     bheoil! 
kisses    could  be  dear  -  er  Than  thine,  my  loving  cheer    -    er,  My  dear       little      May  I 


Di-domhnaich  anns  a  ghleann  duinn. 

Mo  Mhali  bheag  eg, 
Nuair  thoisich  mi  ri  cainnt  riut, 

Mo  chuid  de'n  t-saoghal  mbor ; 
Nuair  dh'  f  hosgail  mi  mo  shnilean 
'S  a  sheall  mi  air  mo  chulaobh 
Bha  marcaich  an  eich  chruthaich 

Tigh'n  dlu  air  mo  lorg. 
Is  mise  bh'  air  mo  bhuaireadh. 

Mo  Mhali  bheag  og, 
Nnair  thain'  an  sluagh  mu'n  cuairt  duinn, 

Mo  ribhinn  glan  ur ; 
Is  truagh  nach  ann  'san  uair  sin 
A  thuit  mo  lamh  o  m'  ghualainn, 
Mu'n  d'amais  mi  do  bhualadh. 

Mo  Mhali  bheag  og. 
Gur  boidhche  leam  a  dh'  f  has  thu, 

Mo  Mhali  bheag  og, 
Na'n  lili  anns  an  f  hasach, 

Mo  cheud  ghradh  's  mo  ruin ; 
Mar  aiteal  caoin  na  greine 
Am  maduinn  chiuin  ag  eiridh, 
B'e  sud  do  dhreach  is  t-eugais 

Mo  Mhali  bheag  og. 
Ged  bheu-te  mi  bho'n  bhas  so, 

Mo  Mhali  bheag  og, 
Cha'n  iarrainn  tuille  dalach, 

Mo  cheud  ghradh  's  mo  ruin; 
B'annsa  'n  saoghals'  fhagail, 
'S  gu'm  faicinn  t'aodann  ghradhach, 
Gun  chuimhn'  bhi  air  an  am  sin 

'S  an  d'  fhag  mi  thu  ciuirt'. 

Composed  by  a  Highland  officer,  who  accidentally  killed  a  lady. 


Oh !  hapless  love  that  sought  thee* 

My  dear  little  May ; 
Oh  !  fatal  tryste  that  brought  thes 

Along  yon  green  brae ; 
We  met  with  words  endearing. 
No  evil  were  we  fearing, ~ 
When  horsemen  came  careering 

In  angry  array. 
My  heart  with  anger  bounded, 

My  dear  little  May, 
To  see  us  thus  surrounded. 

My  lady  so  gay ; 
Oh,  withered  let  this  arm  be 
That  ever  chanced  to  harm  thee, 
I  never  would  alarm  thee, 

My  darling  young  May. 
Oh,  fairer  wert  thou,  blooming. 

My  dear  little  May, 
Than  lily  sweet,  perfuming 

Some  glen  far  away, 
Like  morning  glory  gleaming, 
Along  the  mountains  streaming, 
So  was  thy  beauty  beaming, 

My  bright  little  May. 
What  though  my  life  were  spared  mo^ 

My  dear  little  May, 
Now  it  can  never  shared  be 

With  kind  little  May  I 
I  long  to  go,  and  never 
From  thee  again  to  sever, 
And  there  forget  that  ever 

I  wounded  my  May. 


8-LAOIDH  OISEIN  DO'N  GHRIAN-OSSIAN'S  HYMN  TO  THE  SUN. 


I  O     Ithu     .     I 
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s    Ishlubhlas     shuas,     Thalcrnlnn  mar  Ian   6glath|chrnaidhraiitriath/ 
est  through  the  sky,    Like  shield     of    warrior    round   and  bright, 


ITheid  Ighealach      sios 
The     pal     •     lid  moon 

Tha  thus'  'ad  astar  del  a  mhkin, 

Is  CO  dha'n  d*ina  bhi  'ad  ch6ii? 
Feuch,  tuitidh  darag  o'n  chruaich  aird, 

Is  tuitidh  cam  fo  aois  is  sc6rr, 
Is  traighidh  agus  lionaidh  'n  cuan, 

Is  caillear  shuas  an  rfe  'san  spdur, 
Tha  thus'  ad  aon  a  cliaoidh  fo  bhuaidh 

An  aoibhneas  bhuan  do  sholuis  fein  ! 
Nuair  dhubhas  dorch  m'an  doiiihain  stoirm, 

Le  torrunn  bbrb  is  dealan  beur 
Seallaidh  tu'nad  Mil'  o'n  toirm, 

'S  ftamh  gkire  'm  bruaillean  m6r  nan  spfeur. 
Ach  dhomhsa  tha  do  sholus  faoin 

'S  iiach  fhaic  mo  shuil  a  cliaoidh  do  ghnnte, 
A  sgaolleadh  ciil  a's  orbhui'  ciabh 

Air  aghaidh  nial  's  a  mhadainn  in, 
A  sgaoileadh  ctil  a's  orbhui'  ciabh 

Air  aghaidh  liath  nan  nial  's  an  ear 
No  nuair  a  chritheas  tu  's  an  iar 

Aig  do  dhorsaibh  ciar  air  lear. 
Ma  dh'  fheudte  gu  bheil  tlni  's  ml  fein 

'An  am  gu  treun  's  gun  fbeum  'an  am, 
Ar  bliadhnaibh  tearnadh  sios  o'n  speur 

La  chfeile  siubhal  chum  an  ceann. 
Biodh  aoibhneas  ortsa  fein,  a  Ghrian, 

A  thriath  'ad  6ige  neartmhor  ta ! 
Oir  's  dorch'  mi-thaitncach  tha  an  aoit 

Jfar  sholus  faoin  an  rfe  gun  i:h:iil, 
Bho  ntoil  a  scalltuuin  air  an  ruoii, 

'S  an  liath-clieo  faoin  air  thaobh  nan  okm, 
An  osag  fhuar  o  thuath  air  rtth, 

x'sar  (iubbail  dol  fo  bheud  'se  mall. 


:-:r|a=-:I,|l,:.|| 

1,      fo     I  stuaidh 'san  iar.       || 


:d|r 

'Ga  Iclea   -   tha   fein 

To  hide         beneath         the  west 

Thou  movest  in  thy  course  alone, 

And  who  so  bold  as  wander  near  ? 
The  mountain  oak  sliall  yet  fall  prone, 

The  hills  with  age  sliall  disappear. 
The  changing  main  shall  ebb  and  flow. 

The  waning  moon  be  lost  in  night ; 
Thou  only  slialt  %'lctorious  go, 

For  ever  joying  in  thy  light ! 
When  heaven  with  gathering  clouds  is  Vilack, 

When  thunders  roar  and  lightnings  fly. 
Thou  gazest  lovely  through  the  rack 

And  smilest  in  the  raging  sky. 
But  oh  !  thy  light  is  vain  to  me  ;— 

Ke'er  shall  mine  eyes  thy  face  behold, 
When  thou  art  streaming  wide  and  free 

O'er  morning  clouds  thy  hair  of  gold, 
Wlien  thou  art  shedding  wide  and  free. 

O'er  eastern  skies  thy  hair  of  gold, 
Or  trembling  o'er  the  western  sea 

At  night's  dark  portals  backward  rolled. 
Nay  but,  perhaps,  both  thou  and  I 

From  strength  to  weakness  both  descend. 
Our  years  declining  from  the  sky. 

Together  hasting  to  th«ir  end. 
Rejoice,  O  sun,  in  this  thy  prime  ! 

Kejoice,  O  chief,  in  youthful  might ! 
Age  is  a  dark  and  dreary  time, 

Feeble  and  faint  as  moon's  wan  light. 
Struggling  tlirough  broken  clouds  in  vain, 

Wliile  to  the  hills  the  mist  hangs  gray; 
And  northern  gusts  are  on  the  plain, 

Where  toils  the  tiaveller  on  hi*  way- 


KEY   F. 


9-AN  SGIOBAIREACHD-SKIPPER'S  SONS. 
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tsailaist     'chur 's  na  jcruinn,    Cha  clmir     innte 
Sails    beneath     her  passed  Won't  drive  the  vessel 


n     .d    :r     .,n 

taic  dhuinn,Si{iU     a 
faster,        Ballast 


:f    ..1 


char    ri     |  'drnim, 
on    the   mast 


(:n 
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ICha     chuirsgoinn'na  Ih-astar;     Stiiiir    'chur    os 
Could   but  bring   dis  •  as  •  ter:    Who    could  steer    her 


:n    .,n    [r 

sgoinn'n  a  |  h- 
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cinn,     Cha    dean   liil  do  'n    |  luint 
by       A  helm    against     the  skyt 


ir    .d    :d    .,t,    :d     .,r     In    .f 

t'Spumpgun'cheann'sanl  taoim      Cha chuir sginn     a   Imachdhith. Nache'ceum    bhios     Iglagach, 
Who  could  keep  her      dry        With  the  pumps    aroimd      her  ;j  She  would  swing    and      flounder, 
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.  Null 's  a     nail,  's  air    I  tarsaiun  ?    Ceart  cha     se61 
She  would   fill     and     founder,  Tackle      all       a  -  wry    Would<iuickly  wrecker  ground  her. 


\\ 


s        :d    .,d    :n    .,n    Ir     .d 

dhuinn,  'S  gleus  gachbuill  ds  lal   -  tan 


Cha  tearainteachd  dhtiinn 

Toirt  ar  ciiram  seachad, 
'G  radh  "Na  abair  dtird, 

Tha  'n  Insurance  beairteach;" 
'S  iomadh  aon  'bha  'n  dtiil 
Nach  robh  meang  'n  an  ctiis, 
D'  a  thrid  'chaill  an  ciirs', 

Dh'  easbhpadb  ditidli  us  faicill, 

'S  riamh  nach  d'  rknaig  dhachaidh 

'Dh'  ionnsaidh  seMaid  acair', 
'S  nacli  do  sh*ilbhich  sttir 

Dheth  na  b'  tddh  leo  'ghlacadh. 
Ged  robh  sitin  's  an  luing, 

Pailt  an  luim  's  an  acfhuinn, 
'S  ged  b'  «5'6l  dhninn  le  cinnt, 

Feum  gach  buill  vis  beairte ; 
Clod  aJi  stath  'bhios  dhuinn 
Eblas  'bhi  "n  ar  cinn 
Air  gach  ball  'bhios  innt', 

Mur  'bi  sinn  'g  an  cleachdadh  ? 

Feumar  cbrd  's  an  acair', 

'S  'cheann  air  bbrd  'bhi  glaiste, 
"3  ris  gach  sruth  us  gaoith, 

'N  com  I  aisd  crulnn  a  leantainn. 

By  John  Morrison,  Harris. 


Sad  would  be  our  plight. 
If,  with  mad  assuranc©. 

We  should  caution  slight, 
And  trust  to  the  insurance. 

Many  a  witless  wight, 

Sure  that  he  was  right, 

Lost  his  bearings  quite. 
All  from  being  heedless ; 
Thinking  care  was  needless, 
Land  at  last  despaired  of, 

He  was  lost  in  night. 
And  never  more  was  heard  of. 

What  though  we  were  packed 
With  plenty  of  equipment, 

And  knew  what  every  tract 
And  tool  about  the  ship  meant! 

Knowledge  so  exact 

Might  as  well  be  lacked. 

If  we  do  not  act. 

The  anchor  to  be  able 
To  keep  the  vessel  stable 
Must  have  a  proper  cable. 

The  compass  all  compact 
Must  lie  upon  its  table. 


10-TUIREADH  AN  T-8UIRICH-THE  WOOER'S  WAIL 
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Bha  m'inntinn  Ian  suigeart  nuair  rainig  mi'n  uinneag, 

'Smi  cinnteach  gun  cunifidh  a  chruiimeacr  rium  caiimt, 
Nuair  dh'fliosgail  i  'n  diiilleag  'sa  thcann  lui  ri  furan, 

'S  ann  tliaom  an  truille  an  cuniau  m'am  cheann. 
Cha  teid  mise  tuille,  etc. 
*S  mar  tuiginn  an  sanas  sin  stuig  i  na  madaidh, 

'Bha  'niatliair  sa  h-r.thair  a  lali)iairt  le  sgraing, 
Thuit  ceo  air  mo  Icirsinn  'us  m'  anail  gam  tlireigsinn, 

An  rathad  cha  b'leir  ithomh  'us  leum  mi'  san  staing. 
'Smi  fodha  gu  m'  slmilean  an  caliar  an  dunaln, 

llo  bhrigis  m'am  ghluintean  'san  cu  oirr  an  geaU, 
Bu  mhiosa  na'n  corr  learn  'bhi  faicinn  na  h-oinsich, 

Aig  uiuneag  a  seomair  ri  spors  air  mo  chall. 
Mar'phaisg  air  an  ullaid,  'si  dh'fbag  mi  am  churraidh, 

Mo  chaiseart  'san  runnaich,  's  mo  thiiuljlias  sa  ghleann, 
'Smi  'n  so  as  mo  leine  ag  altrom  mo  cluouchdan, 

'San  ioiiad  nach  leir  dhomh  am  brtid  a  chur  teann. 
'Toirt  boidean  do  Mhuire  'sa  'g  eigheach  gu  duineil, 

Ged  ghejbhinn  an  cruinne  'sa  li-uilo  iii  tli'  ann, 
Nach  tSid  mise  tuille  a  chtilidh  no  'shuiridh, 

'Suacb  fUaicear  mo  luideagau  tuille  'sa  ghleann. 

Autbor— "AMBARD  LniOBAOAOB." 


chrann, 
bh'  ann. 

song; 
long. 


Wi'  bosom  hlgh-swellin'  I  cam  to  her  dwellin', 

I  kent  she  was  willin'  to  list  to  my  tale ; 
I  startit  a-showin'  my  love  overflowin', 

She  stopped  me  by  tlirowin'  aboot  me  the  pail. 
Nae  mair,  &o. 
And  then  to  pursue  me  she  set  the  dogs  to  me, 

My  eyesight  got  gloomy,  I  felt  like  a  fool ; 
Her  parents  were  flytin',  the  dogs  were  for  bitin'; 

I  fled,  and  fell  right  in  a  big  dirty  pool ! 
The  water  wat  stinkin'  in  which  I  was  sinkin", 

The  big  dog  was  tliinkin'  he  'd  noo  get  a  bite, 
But  the  tiling  maist  annoyin'  was  to  see  her  ongoln' 

Lookin'  oot  and  enjoying  my  terrible  plight. 
Bad  luck  to  the  wooin',  it 's  been  my  undoin', 

My  breeks  are  a  ruin,  my  bachles  are  gone, 
And  here  1  'm  cndurin'  and  nursin'  and  curin' 

My  wounds,  and  securin'  the  bandages  on  I 
I  'm  vowin'  .".ud  frettin'  and  manfully  bettln' 

That  thi/  I  were  gcttin'  the  world  for  my  share, 
Nae  mair  will  I  sally  a-courtin  of  Alallie, 

I'  U  show  in  the  valley  my  duddiet  nae  mair. 


KBT   F. 


11-CAILLEACH  BEINN  A  BHRIC-THE  SPECTRE  HAG. 


(Id  .d  :r.ni  Is  .1  :ni.,r  in  .n  :r.ni|l  .s  ,n  :r  Id  .d  :r.ni  Is  .1  :m  1 
llcailleach  nih6r  nan  Iciabhag  glas,Nanlciabhagglas,nan|ciabhag  glas,  ICailleachnihornaiilciabhag  glas,  i 
Great   and     hoary  -  headed   hag,     Great  and   hoary  -   headed     hag,    Great  and      hoary  -  headed    hag 


.S|      la  ,m  ir     .,d    °:d      Id      .r    :in  .d'    il      .s    :s  .,f  itn    .r    :in  .d'   |t,l  .s,n  ;r 
Irs    acflniinneach  i    Ishiubhal  charn.lcailleachmh(5r  nanlciabhag  glas,Nan|  ciabhagglas.nani 
walks    the    moorland  fast  and  free.  Great  and  hoary   -    headed      hag,  Great  and  hoary  -  headed   hag, 


CHORrs. 
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ilciabhag     glas,     i 


Ir    .,d     :d     11    d    .d    :d 

I  Cailleach  mh6r  nan  Iciabhag   glas,  I'S  acfhuinneachi     I  shiubhal  chJim.ll  Cailleach  Beinn- 
Great    and    hoary  -  headed    hag  Walks  the  moorland  fast  and   free.        Hag  of  Ben 


s    in    .m    :n     \ 
-a'- 1  Bhric,  ho-r6,  / 


•  r     :n  .n    is    .n    :tn£  in     .d     :d  .s    in     .n    :m 
Bliric  ho  -  rd,    (bhric  ho -rd,   I  Cailleach  Beinn-a'-  IBhric,  ho-rd, 

Bhric  ho  -  ro,     Bhric  ho,-  ro.    Hag   of    Ben     a    Bhric,    horo. 


r      .8,    :d    .n     Ir    .,d    :d 

Cailleach  mh6T  an    I  fhiiaiain  kiid 
Spectre  mountain    hag    is    she. 


Cailleach  mh6r  nam  mogan  liath, 
Nam  mogan  liath,  nam  mogan  liath; 
Cailleach  mh6r  nam  mogan  liath, 
Cha  'n  fhaca  sinne  'leithid  riabh. 

Cailleach  Beinn-a'-Bliric,  etc. 
'De  a  thug  thu'n  diugh  do'n  bheinn, 
Diugh  do'n  bheinn,  diugh  do'n  bheinn, 
'De  a  thug  thu'n  diugh  do'n  bheinn. 
Chum  thu  mi  gu'n  bhein,  gun  sealg. 
Bha  thu  thein  's  do  bhuidheann  fhiadh. 
Do  bhuidheann  fhiadh,  do  bhuidheann  fhiadh, 
Bha  thu  fein  's  do  bhuidheann  fhiadh 
Air  an  traigh  ud  ahios  an  de. 
A  chailleach—Cha.  leiginn  mo  bhuidheann  fhiadh 
Mo  bhuidheann  fliiadh,  mo  bhuidheann  fhiadh 
Cha  leiginn  mo  bhuidheann  fhiadh 
Dh'  imUch  sligean  dubh  an  traigh. 

Ochan  !  is  i'n  doirionn  mhor 
An  doirionn  mhor,  an  doivionn  mhop 
Ochan  !  is  i'n  doirionn  mlior 
A  chuir  mis'  an  choill  ud  thall. 
Cha'n  ioghnadh  mi  bhi  dubh,  horo, 
Dubh  horo,  dubh  horo, 
Cha'n  ioghnadh  mi  bhi  dubh,  horo, 
H-uile  la  a  muigh,  o  hi. 
Cha'n  ioghnadh  mi  bhi  flinch,  fuar, 
Fliuch  fuar,  flinch  fuar, 
Cha'n  ioghnadh  mi  bhi  flinch  fuar, 
H-uile  h-uair  a  muigh  gu  brath. 
'Sann  an  sud  tha  bhuidheann  fiiiadh, 
Bhuidheami  fhiadh,  bhuidheann  fliiadh, 
'Sana  an  sud  tha  bhuidheann  fhiadh, 
eeachad  an  sliabh  dubh  ud  thall. 


Hag  with  great  gray  grisly  paw, 
Grisly  paw,  grisly  paw. 
Such  a  hag  we  never  saw, 
Never,  never  did  we  see. 

Hag  of  Ben-a  Bhric,  &c. 
What  has  brought  her  to  the  hiU, 
To  the  hiU,  to  the  hill? 
She  has  wTought  me  muckle  ill, 
Kept  her  deer  away  from  me. 
She  was  with  her  flock  of  deer, 
Flock  of  deer,  flock  of  deer. 
Yesterday  she  had  her  deer 
On  the  beach  along  the  sea. 
The  Hag :  I  would  not  take  my  flock  of  deer, 
Jly  flock  of  deer,  my  flock  of  deer, 
I  would  not  take  my  flock  of  deer 
To  lick  black  shells  beside  the  sea. 

Ochan  !  it  was  weary  woe. 

Weary  woe,  weary  woe, 

Ochan  !  it  was  weary  woe 

Sent  me  to  yon  wood  to  dree  I 
No  wonder  I  am  black,  horo, 
Black  horo,  black  horo. 
No  wonder  I  am  black,  horo. 
When  I  am  always  out,  0  hee. 
No  wonder  I  am  cold  and  wet. 
Cold  and  wet,  cold  and  wet. 
No  wonder  I  am  cold  and  wet. 
When  out  for  ever  I  must  be. 
But  yonder  is  the  flock  of  deer, 
Flock  of  deer,  flock  of  deer, 
But  yonder  is  the  flock  of  deer. 
Beyond  the  mountain  rou  ma/  see. 


Said  to  be  composed  by  a  hunter  who  met  the  hag. 


12-ORAN  AN  UACHDARAIN-S0N6  TO  THE  CHIEF. 

KBY  C.—  With  tpirit. 


Seisd.nn  .,s    :1  .,t  |1  .,s    :n       in    .,n    :d' ^d'  |t        :t  .r' In'  .,1    :1    .,8 

CJio,  \| Faill m    6     ro.faill    iU      6  iFailim     d     ro,    eU       -      e,  Hi  |ri  -  thU     uithil 

Fal  il     d     ro,  fal      il      ft  Day  around    me  spring  -  ing,He€    ri  -  hil     uhil 

Fine. 


i\\    J      :t  .,1    11  .,s    :r 


:M=fe: 


35=j5z:^ 


zitiat 


^ 


i 


i  •   hU 


4      :t  .,1    11  .,s    :r  .,r    |n 

gn     6,  'Sna'thugaibhhdro       ell 
ft.    No   heart  have  I    for    sing 


:n  .llr     In    .s    :1    ^t    |1  .s  :n.| 

e.      llGiu"  Imise  tha  trom      airtneulach        / 
ing.    At    dawn  I     riae   with  weeping  eyes, 

B.C. 


|n.n:d'.d'|t     : t  .d'lr' .,d' : t  ^1   |1.8:l.d'|t 

I  mhadainn  is  mi  'g  eiridh,  Tha  I  gaoth  an  ear     a  gobachadh,  'scha'i 
No    heart  have  I    for  singing;      Around  me  shiill  the    breezes  chill  Of  eastern  winds  are 


Tha  gaoth  an  ear  a'  gobachadh, 

'S  cha'n  1  mo  thocpirt  fhein  i ; 
'S  i  gaoth  an  iar,  a  b  aite  leinn, 

A's  lasan  oirre  'g  eiridh. 

FkiU  iU,  eta 
"Si  gaoth  an  iar,  a  b'  aite  leinn 

Is  lasan  oirre  'g  eiridh  ^ 
Gu'n  tigeadh  oirnn  am  bata 

D'am  b'  abhaist  a  bhi  treubhach. 
Gun  tigeadh  oii-nn  am  bata 

D'am  b'  abhaist  a  bhi  treubhach 
Uachdaran  na  tlr'  oirre — 

Mo  dhlth  ma  dh'  eireaa  beud  Aa  ! 
Uachdaran  na  tlr'  oirre — 

Mo  dhith  ma  dh'  eirea-s  beud  da  I 
Uachdaran  na  duthch'  innte— 

Gu  bheil  mo  dhiirachd  fein  leis. 
Uachdaran  na  duthch'  innte 

Gu  bheil  mo  dhurachd  fein  leis 
Hi  rl  gu  'm  b'  ait  leam  fallain  thu, 

Ad  chaisteal  ann  an  Sl^ibhte  ! 
Hi  ri  gu  'm  b'  ait  leam  fallain  thu, 

Ad  chaisteal  ann  an  Sl^ibhte 
Far  am  bi  na  f  idhleirean, 

'S  na  ploban  ann  ga'n  gleusadh. 
Far  am  bi  na  f  idhleirean 

'S  na  iJ^oban  ann  'gan  gleusadh 
Aeh  's  uiifle  tha  trom  airtueidach 

'Sa  mhadainn  ia  mi  'g  eiridh. 


Around  me  shrill  the  breezes  chill 

Of  eastern  winds  are  stinging, 
Oh,  I  would  hail  the  western  gale. 

With  blessings  round  it  flinging. 

Fal  il  oro,  fal  il  ft,  &c 

Yes,  I  would  hail  the  western  gale, 

With  blessings  round  it  flinging, 
Oh,  that  it  brought  the  bonnie  boat, 

Light  o'er  the  billows  swinging. 
Oh,  that  it  brought  the  boimie  boat, 

Light  o'er  the  billows  swinging, 
And  safe  may  float  the  bonnie  boat, 

Our  gallant  chieftain  bringing. 
Oh,  safe  may  float  the  bonnie  boat. 

Our  gallant  chieftain  bringing. 
For  our  relief  our  country's  chief, 

To  whom  our  hearts  are  clinging. 
For  our  relief  our  country's  cliief. 

To  whom  our  hearts  are  clinging, 
Oh  would  that  he  right  gallantly 

His  way  to  Sleat  were  winding. 
Oh,  would  that  he  right  gallantly, 

His  way  to  Sleat  were  win^nng, 
Where  songs  arise  and  harmonies, 

With  harp  and  pibroch  ringing. 
Where  songs  arise  and  harmonies. 

With  harps  and  pibroch  ringing, 
But  now  1  rise  with  weeping  eyee. 

No  heart  have  I  for  nngi^j. 


13-CUMHA  00  H-UI8DEIN  MAC-AOIDH-LAMENT  FOR  HUGH  MACKAY. 

r  A!7. 


^^^ 


Ml     :s, 

Wach  craaidh  an    Iguth 
Ob     sad     this       voice 


,1,  Id       :-.n  ;r    .,r    In       :-.r:d    .,1,  I 

an    I  guth  80    th'aig   an  |  t-sluagh,  Bho'n  deach  thu| 


.r:I, 


ol     woe     we       bear, 


luath  'a      a  dh'  earb  iad 
And  gone  our  cheet        and     pleasan- 


;  - .  d  :  r  .,n  j  s 


-  .1  :n.,slr 


- .  n  :  r  .,n   r 

daoin'-l  uaisl',    Aig  mnaibh,aigl  tuath,  'a  aig  searblian- 1  tan  ; 
without  re-lief,      Has  seiz'd     on  chief       and        peasantry ; 


^m 


^=ZM. 


^ 


|.n    :1  .1  Is 

Icha'n  'eil  bho'nl  T6rr 
In    hut    or  hall, 


guruig  an    |st5ir, 
or  merchant's  stall, 


:-.l,:d  .r  In        :-.r  :d  .  lils,  :  -.\ 

Aon  dulne    |  beb,  bho'ndh'fhalbh  thu  |  bhuainn,  / 
There  's  none  at  all  speaks     cheerfully  ; 


^^^^ii^^^lill 


|.l,    :s,  .,1,  Id       :-.Pi:r.,n|r        :-.n:s.,d|s 

^A's        nrrainn    |c5mhradh  mu'  najbhbrd,      Achtiiirseachjbrd 

Since    that    sad    day  be  went  a-way,  Naught  can  we  say, 


:  - .  f  :  n  .,r  j  r   :  -. 

nach,  marbhran-I  nach. 
but     tearfully. 


€ba'n  ann  mu'n  callan  codach  fh^in, 

Tha'n  sluagh  gu  leir  cho  ciismhorach, 
Aoh  aon  'thoirt  bhuap'  gun  aon  fhear-fuath. 

'S  an  robh  gach  buaidh  cho  fasmliorach. 
A  phears"  gu  16ir,  a  dhreach  's  a  ch^ill, 

Anns  nach  bu  leir  dhuinn  fJiilligeadh ; 
Mach  bho'n  6ug  bhi  'cur  'an  c6ill 

Nach'  eil  gach  cr6  ach  b^smhorach. 

"8  lionmhor  cridhe  'thuit  a  mhhn 

Mu'n  cuairt,  air  1^  do  thiodhlacaidh, 
"Bha  'g  earbsadh  cinnteach  ri  do  linn 

'Bhi  suidhichf  'an  inntinn  sliiorbheartaich 
Bba  ioma  ceud  dhe  d'fhine  fhein 

A'  deanamh  f^um  mar  iomhaigh  dhiot ; 
Ach  dUearbh  ani  beum  so  dhuinn  gu  16ir, 

Nach  'eil  fo'n  ghr6in  ach  diomhanas. 

Co  an  duine  thug  ort  barr 

Am  breith,  'am  i^Mrt,  's  an  ionnsochadbT 
SJo  CO  an  t-aon  a  sheasas  d'ait' 

Dhe'n  th'air  an  cr^dh  ga  d'ioundraichiim? 
Chuh  beag  'us  mor  gach  sean  'us  6g, 

i-c  gal,  'us  dedir  ga'n  ceannsacliadh. 
Ge  ;  ric  le  brbn  'bhi  tuisleach  {)irnn', 

Cba  tig  an  curr  le  aon  duin'  dbetb. 


It  is  not  private  loss  or  woe 

That  makes  the  blow  so  rigorous, 
But  his  sad  fate  whom  none  could  hat«. 

With  mind  so  great  and  vigorous. 
For  none  could  find,  in  heart  or  mind, 

A  fault  in  Idud  or  quality. 
Now  he  is  not,  though  we  forgot 

Our  common  lot,  mortality. 

Oh,  many  a  man  was  filled  with  gloom 

That  round  thy  tomb  stood  silently  ; 
Hearts  that  were  buoyed  with  hopes— now  void- 

By  death  destroyed  so  violently. 
By  clansmen  prized  and  idolised. 

His  worth  disguised  humanity, 
But  this  fell  blow,  alas !  will  show 

There 's  nought  below  but  vanity. 

He  was  excelled  by  none  on  earth. 

Wit,  wisdom,  worth  adorning  him ; 
And  none  can  fill  his  place  but  ill 

Of  those  who  will  be  mourning  liim. 
The  hearts  are  wrung  of  old  and  young, 

The  mourner's  tongue  is  failing  him, 
Oh,  never  more  shall  we  deplore 

One  man  so  sore  bewailing  lum  i 


Musio  and  words  by  EOB  TDOXN)  MacEat. 


U-MO  CHAILIN  DILEA8  DONN-MY  FAITHFUL  BROWN-HAIRED  MAID. 

KEY    F. 


:ijl_^^: 


-'^^^^^^^m 


Us,  Id.d:-   |r   :-.n|l  :-  |s  :-.f|n.d:- 

1  Gu  ma    slan       a  i  chi        mi         a  I  cliailin 
Oh  1  happy      may      I    see      thee,   my  faithful  brown-hair'd  maid  I 


1,  :-.t|jd  :-I-:S|jd.d:-   |r   :-.ni 

di  -  leas|  donn  1  I  Bean  a     chuaileinJ 

My  sweet  light-hearted 


^m 


3 


Ei 


'm 


^3E 


fid'  :-  It    :-.d'|l     :-.sln    :-.s|l  :-|-:d'|s    :n 

M  reidh,      air        an  I  deis'      a  dh  'ei-readhi  f onn ;  'Si  I  cainnt 


Is  :l.t  jd'  :-   It 


dy,       in  flow  -  ing  locks     ar-rayed ; 


do  bheoil  a's  I  binn    leam,nuair/ 
Thy  voice,  like  soothing    mu   -    sic,      has 


^ 


^^.^^ 


:|^ 


m 


il  :-.sln  :-s|l  :- 

I  bhitheas  m'inntinn  I  trom, 
oft       my  grief     al-layed, 


1 -^ 

I-  :d'|s  :-.l|s  :n  11  :-  |s   : -.f 

'S  tul  thog-adh  suas  nio  I  chridli'nuair     a 
Thy  words  dispelled  the  woes     that 


n.d  :-   |l,:-.t,|d:-|- 

a  Ibhidhtu    bruidhinnlrium. 
up-onmy  spi  -  rit  weighed. 


Gur  muladach  a  ta  mi, 

'S  mi  nochd  air  aird  a'  chu.^in, 
'S  neo-shunndach  mo  chadal  domh, 

'S  do  chaidreamh  fada  uam  ; 
Gur  trio  ini  ort  a  smaointeach ; 

As  d'aogais  tha  mi  truagh  ; 
'S  mar  a  dean  mi  d'fhaotainn 

Cha  bhi  mo  shaoghal  buan. 

Suil  chorrach  mar  an  dearcag, 

Fo  rosg  a  dh'  iadhas  dlu ; 
Gruaidhean  mar  an  caoran, 

_Fo  'n  aodann  tha  leam  ciuin; 
Aidicheam  le  eiblmeas 

Gun  d'  thug  mi  f  ein  duit  run ; 
'S  gur  bliadhna  leam  gach  la 

O'n  uair  a  dh'fhag  mi  thu. 

Theireadh  iad  ma  'n  d'  fhalbh  mi  nat, 

Gu  'm  bu  Bhearbh  leam  dol  ad  choir, 
Gu  'n  do  chuir  mi  cul  riut, 

'S  gun  dliiult  mi  dhuit  mo  phog. 
Na  cuireadh  sid  ort  curam, 

A  ruin,  na  creid  an  sgleo ; 
Tha  d'anail  leam  ni's  cubhraidh, 

Na'n  driuchd  air  bharr  an  fheoir. 


My  lot  this  night  is  dreary 

Upon  the  surging  deep, 
And  comfortless  my  slumber 

When  far  from  thee  I  sleep. 
But  back  to  thee,  my  maiden. 

My  restless  thoughts  shall  sweep. 
And  few  shall  be  my  years 

If  without  thee  I  must  weep. 

Like  berries,  'neath  their  lashes 

Thine  eyes  are  soft  and  clear ; 
Like  rowans,  'neath  thy  placid  1  tow 

Thy  glowing  cheeks  appear. 
Oh,  gladly  do  I  tell  thee,  love, 

That  I  have  held  thee  dear. 
And  since  I  had  to  part  from  thee, 

Each  day  has  seemed  a  year. 

What  though  they  tell  thee  that  I  had 

Begun  my  choice  to  rue. 
That  I  forsook  my  maiden 

And  from  her  kiss  withdrew ! 
Let  not  the  story  grieve  thee; 

My  love,  it  is  not  true : 
Thy  fragiant  breath  is  sweeter 

To  me  than  morning  dew. 


aaelic  words  by  Ubcior  MACEbnzib,  UUapooL 


15-H-UGAIBH!  H-UGAIBHI-AT  YOUl  AT  YOU 


KBT  O. 


^^ 


|d',s  . 


d'   .d'    Id'    .,d'  :d'   .d'   In' 

bo,     bo,     bo !       An     doctair     I  Le 


r' 

lach 


'H-iit,'aibh  1       lh-iii^';al'h !       bo,     bo,     bo!       An    doctair     ILeodach        "s 
At  you  1  »t  you !  bo,    bo,    bo  I    Take  care  what  may       become 


:d'     .1      11.,     I 

"s  biodag      air, 


of    you. 


S 


feir>, — K-[— q^ 

J 1 H — -J- 


^^^"^^ 


ff 


:e=p: 


i^-it. 
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-— — — ~^-i: 


r,d':n'    .n'    in'    .,r'    :( 

I         Faicill       I  oirbh  ■gan  ta- 


,d'    Id' 


1     :s     .s     I 

fach  toir    e'n    I 


,f     :n      .,d      Id 

itaobh  sin    thall,  Nach  toir    e'n    Iceann  a        thiota  dibh! 

The  doctor         with    his    dirk    may    go.      And    take    the  head      off     some        of      you! 


Biodag  's  an  deach'  an  gath-seirg 
Air  crios  seilg  an  luidealaich  ; 

Bha  seachd  oirlich  oirr'  a  mheirg, 
Gut  mairg  an  rachadh  bruideadh  dhL 
H-ugaibh,  <Sec. 

Bha  thu  na  do  bhasbair  corr, 

'S  claidheamh-mor  an  tarruinn  ort, 

An  saighdear  's  miosa  th'aig  righ  Deors', 
Chomhr&igeadh  e  Alasdair. 
H-ugaibh,  die, 

Claidheamh,  agus  sgabard  dearg, 

'S  cearbach  sud  air  amadan, 
'Ghearradh  amhaichean  nan  agarbh, 

A  dh'fhagadh  marbh  gun  anail  iad. 
H-ugaibh,  <Scc. 

Gu'm  biodh  sud  ort  air  do  thaobh, 
Claidheamh  caol  'sa  ghliogartaich  j 

Cha'n  'eil  falcag  thig  o'n  traigh, 
Naoh  cuir  thu  barr  nan  itean  di. 
H-ugaibh,  dco. 


See  on  his  belt,  with  rags  and  dust. 
The  dirk  with  all  the  rust  of  it ; 

'Twould  kill  a  man  with  sheer  disgust, 
If  he  should  get  a  thrust  of  it. 
At  you !  <ke. 

As  fencer  bold  he  used  to  swing 
His  sword,  but  made  so  small  a  stir, 

The  poorest  soldier  of  the  king 
Would  dare  to  fight  with  Allaster. 
At  you  I  etc. 

Claymore  and  scabbard  bright  he  vaunts 
And  clumsily  he  carries  them  ; 

He  chops  the  heads  off  cormoranta 
And  hews  and  hacks  and  harries  them. 
At  you  I  die. 

Brave  at  his  side  the  sword  must  be 
That  he  must  clank  and  rattle  with ; 

And  ne'er  a  bird  can  come  from  sea 
But  he  will  boldly  battle  with. 
At  you  I  dbc. 


16-BR0SNACHADH-CATHA~ANC1ENT  WAR-SONG. 


UT  A.—Beldlif. 
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lA    Imhacan  oeann, 
O   Ugli-lxini  wo. 


-.1,   In    .d 

NanI  curia      erann, 
Let  fame  b«    woo, 


:-.r  In    .d   :  1| 

Ard- 1  leumnach  d^ 
Thy  steeds  for    bat 


tie 


Id    :- 

I  magh, 
prance, 


^P^ 


^ 


m 


f.i.  I* 

\Faighh 


Id    .d    :n      :-.r|f    .r    :  t, 

I  buaidb    'ean  t-strl ,  SgriosI  sios  gun     dith 
Ob,    win    renown.  Our  foes  cut    down, 


:-.r|f 

Ai  In: 


.f    :s 


almhde,  righ 
O  king    of  spearst, 


.t,|d     :- 

nan  |  sleagh  1 
adyanc«I 


Lamh  threin  'a  gach  els  I 
Oidh'  ard  gun  sgath  ! 

Oeann  airm  nan  roinn  gear  goirt  I 
Gearr  sios  gu  bks, 
Gun  bh^c  sheol  bhkn 

Bhi  snkmh  mu  dhubh  Innis-tora 

Mar  thaii-neanacb  bhaoghal 

Do  bhoille,  laoich, 
Do  shuil  mar  chaoir  ad  cheanI^ 

Mar  charraig  chruinn 

Do  chridh'  gun  roinn. 
Mar  lasan  5ich'  do  lann. 

Com  Buafi  do  egiath. 

Is  crobhaidh  nial, 
Mar  chiacb  bho  reul  a  hhhu. 

A  mhacain  cbeann. 

Nan  cursan  srann, 
Sgrios  naimbde  nos  gu  lar  I 


O  ana  of  might ! 

Brave  heart  in  fight ! 
With  swords  and  lances  keen. 

O'er  foes  prevail. 

Let  no  white  sail 
Kound  Innistorc  be  seen. 

Thy  strokes  shall  clash. 

Like  thunder  crash, 
Like  lightning  Qash  thine  eye*. 

Thy  heart  a  rock, 

In  battle  shock, 
Thy  blade  a  flame  on  high. 

Thy  target  raises 

And  let  it  blaze 
Like  death-star's  baleful  light, 

O  chief  renowned. 

Whose  chargers  bound. 
Cut  down  our  foes  in  fight  J 


Qaellc  words  very  oI4,  probably  oT  tbs  Qealanlo  era.    SYaiisIation  b;  L.  UAOBuit.    Music  publiabed  beM  foe 
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t7-G0IRE-CHEATHAIGH-THE  MISTY  DELL 
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^'  \  'Se      Coire-     |  cheathaich  nan  aighean  |  siiiblilach,   An    Coire    I    rCunach       is     iirar 

My     Misty       Cor  -  rie,  by  deer  fre  -  quent  -  ed,  My  lovely       valley,        my  verdant  dell, 


Id    :-.J 

I  fonn,        } 
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\  6u     luracli    |miad-fheurach,min-gheal,|  stighar,    Gach  lusan    |fliiar  bu  chiibhraidh  I  learn ;      / 

Soft,  rich  and    gras  -   sy,    and  sweetly      scented,  With  every     flow'r  that    I  love     so     well; 


±E^^E§^^^$^^E^^^^^^, 
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I  Gu     molach,    |  dtibh  -  ghorm,  torrach,    |  luisreagach,       Corrach,  |  pluranach,     dlu-ghlan, 
All  thickly      growing,     and  brightly    blow  •  ing.     Upon     its   shag  -  gy  and  dark  green  lawn, 


,|d:-.. 

Igrmn,      / 
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Icaoin,  ballach,  |  ditheanach,      canach,  |  misleanach ;    Gleann  a    |  mhilltich  's  an  lionmhor  I  mang. 
Moss,  canach,      daisies        adorn     its     maz  -  es,  Thro'  which  skips  lightly    the  graceftil   fawn. 


Tha  mala  gbruamach  de'n  bhiolair  uaine, 

Mu'n  h-uile  f uaran  a  th'anns  an  f honn ; 
Is  doire  shealbhag  aig  bun  nan  garbh-chlaoh, 

'S  an   grinneal   gaiumhich   gu   meanbh-gheal 
pronn ; 
'Na  ghlugan  plumbach  air  ghoil  gun  aon-teas, 

Ach  coileach  btiirn  tigh'nn  a  grunnd  eas  15ra, 
Gach  sruthan  tiiseal  'na  chuailean  cM-ghorm, 

A  ruith  'na  sptita  's  'na  luba  steall. 

'S  a  mhaduinn  chitiin-ghil,  an  am  dhomh  dtisgadh, 

Aig  bun  na  stuice  b'e  'n  sugradh  learn ; 
A  chearc  le  sgiucan  a  gabhail  ttichain, 

•S  an  coileach  cturteil  a  dtirdail  cr6m ; 
An  dreathan  stu-dail  's  a  ribheid  chitiil  aig* 

A  cur  nan  smilid  dheth  gu  lilghor  binn; 
An  druid  's  am  brii-dhearg  le  moran  tiinich, 

Hi  ceileir  stmntacb  bu  shiubhiach  rann. 


The  watercresses  surround  each  fountain 

With  gloomy  eyebrows  of  darkest  green; 
And  groves  of  sorrel  ascend  the  mountain, 

Where  loose  white  sand  lies  all  soft  and  clean; 
Thence  bubbles  boiling,  yet  coldly  coiling, 

The  new-bom  stream  from  the  darksome  deep; 
Clear,  blue,  and  cm-ling,  and  swiftly  swirling, 

It  bends  and  bounds  in  its  headlong  leap. 

How  sweet  when  dawn  is  around  me  gleaming. 

Beneath  the  rock  to  recline,  and  hear 
The  joyous  moor-hen  so  hoarsely  screaming. 

And  gallant  moorcock  soft-croodling  nearl 
The  wren  is  bustUng,  and  biiskly  whistling, 

With  mellow  music  a  ceaseless  strain; 
The  thrush  is  singing,  the  redbreast  ringing 

Its  cheerj'  notes  in  the  glad  refrain. 


Ji'rom  tho  song  by  Duncan  Ban  H'Initrb, 


18-MAIRI  BHAN  OG-FAIR  YOUNG  MARY. 
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\A     I  Mhairl  bhan  5g,       's  tu'nl  6igh    th  'i 


Oh,   rapture    to     be,         my     fair 


air  m'    aire  Ri'mlbheo     bhl  far  am  bith'nnlfhein; 
young  Mary,    Witli  thee,     my     beautl  •  fal    bridt} 
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^O'n   !  fhualr  ml  ort  c6ir       cho    Im6r    'sbu  mhalth  leam,  Leipos  -  adhceangailf  o'n  Iclileir;  / 

In      love  true  and  Etrong  that    ne'er     iball    vaiy,       ▲     bond    the  clergy    have  tied; 
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cumhnantan teann,  'lie  Ibanntaibh     daingean 
oov  -  e  •  nant  snre,        ap  -  proved  by    i  heaven 
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an,  Le  Isnaomadh'flianaa'snachltreig;  | 

Secure        shall    ever      a  -  bide, 
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;'fhaotalnn  air  laimh     le     I  gradli  gach    carald    Kinn  I  slMn  -  te  maireann  a'm  I  chrfe. 
And  since  with  good-will      thy   hand    was     given,     I         thrill    with  pleasure  and  pride. 


Bheirinn  mo  phbg  do'n  hg  mbnaoi  Bhomalf 

A  dh'  f  hks  gu  boinneanta,  caoin, 
6u  mHeant,  cbmhnard,  seocail,  foinnidb, 

Do  chbinhradh  gheibh  mi  gu  eaor: 
Tha  mi  air  shebl  gu  lebir  a'd'  chomain 

A'  bh6id  's  a  chuir  thu  gu  faoin 
Do  m'  gmaointean  gbracb  prbis  nam  boireannach, 

'S  c6ir  dhomb  fuireacb  le  h-aon. 

Cfaaidh  mi  do'n  choill'  an  robh  croinn  is  gallain, 

Bu  bhoiageil  sealladh  mu'n  cuairt, 
'S  bha  miann  mo  ehhl  do  dh'  fhiuran  barraicht 

An  dlhthaa  nam  meauganan  euas; 
Geug  (o  bblkth  o  bkrr  gu  talomh, 

A  lub  mi  farasda  nnas, 
Bu  dullich  do  cbkch  gu  brkch  a  geamMOi 

"S  e'n  dkn  domh  "m  faillean  a  bhoyn. 


My  love  to  my  bride,  with  dear  i 

And  pride,  shall  ever  be  shown ; 
Each  virtue  most  rare  her  soul  possesses. 

And  fair  and  sweet  has  she  grown. 
My  thoughts  used  to  rove  in  boyish  folly, 

Ere  ever  her  love  I  had  known; 
But,  now  I  'm  her  own,  my  heart  ia  wholly 

My  darling's  alone — alone. 

Where  woodlands  are    green    with    trees    well 

A  scene  of  beauty  to  view,  [nourished, 

I  found,  with  delight,  one  stem  that  flourished, 

Of  bright  and  beautiful  hue : 
That  bough  from  above,  desiring  greatly, 

With  love  unto  me  I  drew ; 
None  else  could  have  moved  that  tree  so  stately, 

Twas  only  for  me  that  it  grew. 


A  song  to  hb  newly  wedded  spoMe,  by  D.  (Bkn)  W'Ihttm;  translation  by  L.  MacBiab.    Oth«  fotiw  of 
iflMalrwfflbafoimd  in&Mr«iaMwt<^M«ea«I,  rA^rJUtt;*,  and  Capt.  Frasbb's  CoUeoUon. 


19-CHA  mt  E  TUILLE-LAMENT  FOR  MACCRIMMON. 
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*  •  VDh'iadhI  ceo     nan  stno      mu  |  eu  -  dann  Chnlllnn,  Is 
O'er        Coolln's     fao«      the  night 
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Bheinn 'bhean-iblth  a  |  torman        mulald, 
is  creeping,  The  baiiahe«'s  wail        la     round    ua    sweeping; 
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I  torman        mulald,    I 
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Xoorm  I  shullean   ciiiin     'BanloMn      a    dleadh,  O'n    I  thriall  tliu  uainn 's  nachi  till        thu     tuillel 
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iltiU 
Blue     eyes     in  Duln     an    dim   with  weeping,  Since  thou    art  gona    and   ne'er 


SSISD— iCha  I  till,     cha  till,       cha[till    MacCriomainn,  Anjcogadh  no  sitb 
Cbobus-No    more,  no   more,  no    more     letoming,    In     peace  nor  in  war 


chaltm 
la      he 


returning ; 
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iLe     I  airgiod  no    ni        cha  I  till    Mac  Criomainn,  Cha  I  till     e  gu  bratb       gu  I  la 


n  jr  :d 

airgiod  no    ni        cha  I  till    Mac  Criomainn,  Cha  I  till     e  gu  bratb       gu  |  la        na  cruinne. 
Till    dawna  the  great  Dajd    Doom  and  burning,    MacCrimmonis  home      no    more   returning. 


Tha  osag  nam  beann  gn  fann  ag  imeachd, 
Gach  sruthan  's  gach  allt  gn  mall  le  bnithach, 
Tha  ealtainn  nan  apeur  feadh  geugan  dubhach, 
A  caoidh  gu'n  d'  fhalbh  'a  nach  till  thu  tuille. 

Tha'n  fhairge  fa  dhebidh  Ian  brbin  is  mulaid, 
Tha'm  bkta  fo  sheol,  ach  dhiult  i  siubhal ; 
Tha  gkirich  nan  tonn  le  fuaim  neo-shubhach, 
Ag  radh  gun  d'  fhalbh  's  nach  till  thu  tuille. 

Oha  chlninnear  do  cheol  'a  an  Dun  mu  fheasgar, 
'S  mac-talla  nam  mur  le  mixim  'ga  fhreagairt, 
Gach  fleasgacb  is  bigh  gnn  chebl,  gun  bheadradh, 
O'n  thriall  thu  uainn  'a  nach  till  thu  tuille. 


The  breeze  of  the  bens  is  gently  blowing, 
The  brooks  in  the  glens  are  softly  flowing; 
Where  boughs  their  darkest  shades  are  throwing, 
Birds  mourn  for  thee  who  ne'er  retumest. 

Its  dirges  of  woe  the  sea  is  sighing, 
The  boat  under  sail  immoved  is  lying; 
The  voice  of  the  waves  in  sadness  dying, 
Say,  thou  art  away  and  ne'er  returnest. 

We  '11  see  no  more  Mac  Crimmon's  returning, 
Nor  in  peace  nor  in  war  is  he  returning ; 
Till  dawns  the  great  day  of  woe  and  burning. 
For  him,  for  him  there 's  no  returning. 

CkHnposed  on  the  departure  of  Dohaid  Mao  Cbimmon,  piper  to  the  Laird  of  Mao  Leod,  in  1745.  He  never 
retomed.  The  verses  were  composed  by  his  sister ;  translation  by  L.  MaoBbab.  This  beautiful  set  of  the 
■alody  aw«an,  with  harmony  and  accompaniment,  in  The  Thittl*. 


2a-0I8EAN  18  MALMHINE-088IAN  AND  MALVINA. 
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■  M  'Se  guth  cidin     mo  |  riiin  a  th'  ann.l  'S  ainmic  thu 

liB  my      lover's     tones  that  call,  In  ray  dreams  they  seldom  riae ;      0  -  pen    wide     your  azure  hall, 


sell  isilf  :-|f    :f  |1   :-.s|s:n  ln:-| 

gu  I  m'aisling  f ein ;  |  Fosglaibh  sibhs' bliurl  talla  thall,  / 
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ijShinnsre    Thoscair,  |naii    ard  speur.    H'Sedochomhnuidhsim'anam    fein,         |a    ahil         Oisein,    f 


Kace  of      Tos  -  car    in       the  skies. 


t'anam    fein, 
Thou  dost  dwell  within     my    soul, 
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Son  of 
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's  treine  laimh,         |  Eiridh     m"  osnadh  |  moch  gun  fheum,  Mo|  dheoir  mar  shileadh  I  speuran  krd. 
might -y  chief;        Like  heaven's  rain  my  tears  down  roll,  Every      mom     renews     my  grief. 


Bu  chrann  aillidh  mi,  threin  nan  seod, 

Oscair  chorr,  le  geugaibh  cUbhr' ; 
Thainig  bks  mar  ghaoth  nan  torr ; 

Thuit  fo  sgeith  mo  cheann  fo  smiir, 
Thainig  earrach  caoin  f  o  bhraon, 

Cha  d'eirich  duilleag  f haoin  dhomh  fein ; 
Chunnaic  oigh  mi  fo  shamhchair  thall, 

Bbuail  lad  clarsaicbe  mall  nan  teud. 

OlSBAN : 
Caoin  am  fonn  'na  mo  chluais  fein, 

Nighean  Lotha,  nan  sruth  fiar, 
'N  cual  thu  guth  nach  'eil  beo  's  a  bheinn 

An  aisling,  ann  do  chodal  ciar  ? 
Nuair  thuit  clos  air  do  shuilibh  mall 

Air  bruachan  Mbrshruth  nan  toirni  beur', 
Nuair  thearnadh  leat  o  sheilg  nan  cam, 

An  latha  citiin,  ard  ghrian  'a  an  speur. 


I  was  once  a  stately  tree, 

My  fair  boughs  were  Osoar's  pride, 
But  his  death  soon  blighted  me, 

And  my  blossoms  drooped  and  died. 
Spring  returned  with  flower  and  leaf. 

But  no  leaf  on  me  was  found ; 
Virgins  saw.  my  silent  grief. 

Struck  the  harp  of  softest  sound. 

OssiAN : 

Sweet  the  music  in  my  ears. 

Maid  from  Lotha's  winding  streams. 
Has  the  voice  of  other  years 

Sounded  fondly  in  thy  dreams? 
When,  descending  from  the  chase. 

Thou  by  IMoru's  banks  didst  lie. 
Clasped  in  slumber's  soft  embrace, 

'Neath  the  calm  and  sultry  sky — 


Chuala  tu  'n  sin  bkrda  nam  fonn, 

'S  taitneach  ach  is  trom  do  ghuth; 
'S  taitneach,  Mhalmhlne  nan  sonn, 

Leaghaidh  brbn  am  bochd  anam  dubh. 
Tha  aoibhneas  ann  am  bron  le  sith 

Nuair  shuidhicheas  krd  strl  a  bhrbin  ; 
Caithidh  cumha  tursaich  gun  bhrigh 

Gann  an  Iki'  an  tir  nan  sebd. 

Lines  selected  from  the  Introduction  to  Ossian's  poem  of  "Croma,"  and  translation  by  L.  MaoBhan.    This 
beautiful  OsiiMiio  sir  U  prwerred  In  Capt.  FBABBR'8  collection. 


Melodies  all  faint  and  low, 

O  Malvina,  round  thee  stole ; 
Sweet  but  sad  thy  tones,  and  oh ! 

Sorrow  melts  the  weary  souL 
There  is  joy  in  peaceful  woe 

When  subsideth  sorrow's  strife ; 
Idle  tears  should  cease  to  flow, 

Grief  consumes  the  mourner's  life. 


21-AM  BUAIREADH-THE  TEMPTATION. 
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bu     Ich6ir  do        mhanach. 

a        life     mou  •  as    -    tie.      Then        oh,  Iiide  thy     face, 
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dealan,       |  Ead 
lightning    of 
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ar     gath     do       |shul  'S  lubag  -      Ian      na         lainnir. 

thy  dazz  •  ling      grace.        And      thy       glances      bright'uiug. 


Ni  do  mhala  dhonn 

(Crom  mar  bhogha-saigheid) 
Guin  a  chur  am  chom 

Ceart  cho  trom  ri  claidheamh. 
Tha  do  bhilean  blath 

Tkladh  a  chum  meallaidh ; 
Dhuraiginn — ach,  ii! 

Cum  iad  as  mo  sbealladh. 

Fuirich,  fuirich  thall, 

Mu'n  tog  clann  dhe  t'anail ; 
lomairt  ann  am  cheann 

Bheir  fo  gheall  mi  baileach. 
Cuiridh  tu  le  d'  bboidhch', 

Mionnan  mor  aa  m'  aire ; 
Mur  a  fan  thu  f6il 

Gbisnicliidh  tu ; 


Lest  thy  bending  brows 

Pierce  my  soul,  and  slay  more 
Quickly  #ian  bent  bows 

Or  a  shining  claymore; 
Lest  thy  warm  lips  draw 

My  heart  to  sweets  forbidden;— 
I  could  wish — but,  ah ! 

Keep,  oh,  keep  them  hidden. 

Keep  thy  breath  away. 

Its  fragrance  round  me  stealing 
Sends  my  thoughts  astray, 

And  sets  my  brain  a  reeling. 
I  am  so  beset 

With  thy  witching  beauty, 
That  I  may  forget 

Vows  and  sacred  duty. 


Song 


22-EALAIDH  GHAOIL-A  MELODY  OF  LOVE. 
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For        kingdom 
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tha   I  comhnuldli'n  Srath 
and  friend>hip     and    bon    -    nie  Strathmore, 
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Gar  gile  mo  leannan 

Na'n  eal'  air  an  t-i 
Na  cobhar  na  tuinne, 

'S  6  tilleadh  gu  traigb, 
Na'm  blath  bhainne  buaile^ 

'S  a  chuach  leis  f  o  bharr, 
No  sneachd  nan  gleann  dosrach 

'O  a  fhroiseadh  mu'n  bhlar. 

Mar  na  neoil  bhuidhe  lubas 

Air  stuchdaibh  nan  sliabh, 
Tha  cas-fhalt  mo  ruin-sa 

Gu  Biubhlach  a  eniomh; 
Tha  gruaidh  mar  an  ros 

Nuair  a's  boidhche  bhios  fhiamh 
Fo  or-dhealt  a  Cheitein 

Mu'n  eirich  a  ghrian. 

Nuair  thig  samhradh  nan  neoinean 

A  comhdach  nam  bruach, 
Bi'dh  gach  eoinean  'a  a  cbrochd-choill' 

A  ceol  leis  a  chuaich; 
•S  bi'dh  mise  gu  h-eibhinn 

A  leunmaich  's  a  ruaig, 
Fo  dhluth-gheugaibh  Bgaileach, 

A  iinn.nrn.Ti  ri  m'  loaldh. 


Not  the  swan  on  the  lake, 

Or  the  foam  on  the  Bhore, 
Can  compare  with  the  charmt 

Of  the  maid  I  adore; 
Not  so  white  is  the  new  milk 

That  flows  o'er  the  pail. 
Or  the  snow  that  is  shower'd 

From  the  brow  of  the  vale. 

As  the  cloud's  yellow  wreath 

On  the  mountain's  high  brow» 
So  the  locks  of  my  fair  one 

Redundantly  flow; 
Her  cheeks  have  the  tint 

That  the  roses  display 
When  they  glitter  with  dew 

In  the  morning  of  May. 

When  summer  bespangles 

The  landscape  with  flowers. 
And  the  thrush  and  the  cuckoo 

Sing  soft  in  their  bowers, 
Through  the  wood-shaded  windings 

With  BeUa  I  'U  rove, 
And  feast  unrestrained 

On  the  smilea  of  my  love. 


The  first  verse  of  the  Gaelic  words  is  ttie  oemiKwitioo  ot  liirs  MaoKbnzix  ot  Balone.    The  rest,  Gsello  tak 
Sngliih,  is  by  Bwm 


23-FEAR  A  BHATA-THE  BOATMAN. 


8l6ioly  and  tenderly. 


\n     :s.{ij:  i.,r  |r     :d  .r  :n  .,r 

'S  trie  mi  |  sealltuimi  o'n  chnoc  a's  |  air  ■  de,  Dh'fheuch  am|  faic       mi      fear    a   |  bhk 

I  climb  the  mountains,  and  scan  the   o   •   cean  For  thee,  my  boatman,  with  fond  de  •  vo 

Seiid.—Slax  &    bh^  •  ta,  na    ho  •  ro     ei    •    le,  f  hir  a    bh^    -  ta,  na  ho  -  ro    ei 

CAortw.— O,     my  boatman,   na   ho  •  ro     ai    -   la,  0,     my  boatman,  ua  bo  -  ro    at 


/(.r):r.,n|f      :s.f  :n.r|f     :  s.,(s):  1  .d'  Ir'    :  d' .  1  :  1^  .pi 


d'.l  :l,s  .PI  Ir    :r  .11 

a:  Ita    mil     II 


(An     tig  thu'nl  diugh  no     an   tig    thui  |  maireach  ? 'S  mur  tig  thul  i    -   dir    gur  truagh 
When  shall  I    see    thee?  to-day?   to-morrow?     Oh!  do  not   leave  me   in     lone  -  ly     sorrow. 
Fhir  a    bh^  -  ta,    na    ho  -  ro      ei    -    le,  Gu  ma    slan  duit's  gach  ait'  an     teid  thu  I 

O,     my  boatman,    na   ho-ro     ai   -    la,  Happy    be     thou  where'er  thou 


Tha  mo  chridhe-sa  briste,  brtiite; 
'S  trie  na  deoir  a  ruith  o  m'  shtiilean ; 
An  tig  thu  nochd,  no  'm  bi  mo  dhtiil  riut  ? 
No  'n  duin  mi  'n  dorus,  le  osna  thursaich  ? 

'S  trie  mi  foighneachd  de  luchd  nam  bkta, 
Am  fac  iad  thu,  no  'm  bheil  thu  sb,bhailt : 
Aeh  'a  ann  a  tha  gaeh  aon  diubh  'g  rh,ite, 
Gur  gbrach  mi,  ma  thug  mi  grkdh  dhuit. 

Gheall  mo  leannan  domh  ghn  dhe  'n  t-sioda, 
Gheall  e  siod  agus  breacan  riomhach ; 
Fainn'  5ir  anns  am  faicinn  iomhaigh ; 
Ach  's  eagal  leam  gun  dean  e  di-chuimhn'. 

Ged  a  thuirt  iad  gu'n  robh  thu  aotrom, 

Cha  do  lughadaich  siod  mo  ghaol  ort ; 

Bi'dh  tu  'm  aisling  anns  an  5idhche, 

Is  anns  a  mhaduinn  bi'dh  mi  'g  ad  fhoighneachd. 

Thug  mi  gaol  duit  's  cha  'n  f haod  mi  kicheadh ; 
Cha  ghaol  bliadhna,  's  cha  ghaol  rkidhe ; 
Ach  gaol  a  th6isich  nuair  bha  mi  'm  phkisde, 
'S  nach  searg  a  ehaoidh,  gus  an  claoidh  am  bks  mi. 

Tha  mo  chkirdean  gu  trie  ag  innseadh, 
Gu'm  feum  mi  t'aogaa  a  chur  air  di-chuimhn'; 
Aeh  tha  'n  comhairle  dhomh  cho  diomhain, 
'S  bhi  pilleadh  mara  's  i  tabhairt  Uonaidh. 

Bi'dh  mi  tuille  gu  ttirsach,  deurach, 
Mar  eala  bhan  's  i  an  d^igh  a  reubadh; 
Guileag  bkis  aic'  air  lochan  feurach, 
Is  each  uile  an  deigh  a  tri^icfsinn. 


Broken-hearted  I  droop  and  languish, 

And  frequent  tears  show  my  bosom's  anguish; 
Shall  I  expect  thee  to-night  to  cheer  me  ? 
Or  close  the  door,  sighing  sad  and  weary? 

From  passing  boatmen  I  'd  fain  discover 
If  they  have  heard  of,  or  seen  my  lover; 
They  never  tell  me — I  'm  only  chided. 
And  told  my  heart  has  been  sore  misguided. 

My  lover  promised  to  bring  his  lady 

A  silken  gown  and  a  tartan  plaidie, 

A  ring  of  gold  which  would  show  his  semblance. 

But,  ah !  1  fear  me  for  his  remembrance. 

That  thou  'rt  a  rover  my  friends  have  told  mo^ 
But  not  the  less  to  my  heart  I  hold  thee ; 
And  every  night  in  my  dreams  I  see  thee. 
And  still  at  dawn  will  the  vision  flee  me. 

I  may  not  hide  it — my  heart's  devotion 
Is  not  a  season's  brief  emotion ; 
Thy  love  in  childhood  began  to  seize  me. 
And  ne'er  shall  fade  untU  death  release  me. 

My  friends  oft  tell  me  that  I  must  sever 
All  thought  of  thee  from  my  heart  for  ever; 
Their  v/ords  are  idle — my  passion 's  swelling. 
Untamed  as  ocean,  can  brook  no  quelling. 

My  heart  is  weary  with  ceaseless  wailing, 
Like  wounded  swan  when  her  strength  is  failing, 
Her  notes  of  anguish  the  lake  awaken. 
By  all  her  comrades  at  last  forsakeiv 


24-AN  GAOL  TA1RI8-THE  FAITHFUL  LOVE. 


Id    :-.r:n     Ir    :-    :n.,f Is 

I  bhuanaicU  sinn  |     tairis    'n  ar    |  gaol,  Fad  |  bhliadlina 

Ooi   love  baa    been     coustaut  and      bright,        Hot  cbauged  with  the 


n    :8    11  :-:8  Is    :-   \ 

Lllina  bu    I  chaochlach    |  cuairt ;     / 


[j^|d':-.t:l    Is    :-.f  :n    Ir    :-  :  n  .,s  1 1    :8     :n    |r:-:n|d     :- 

A        I  sealbhachadh     laoibhneis     a      Icheil'  'S  a    I  measgnadh  ar     jdeur    's  ar  1  sniuaim. 

Each   glad      in  the     oth  -  er's    delight,  And    mixing     our     caies    and  lo&n. 


"S  ntuur  dh'  fhair'inn-sa  mulad  no  beud 
Ghrad  thigeadh  o'd  bheul  dhomh  ibir, 

Oir  dh'  iompaicheadh  d'fhailte  gun  phleid 
Gach  duibhre  gu  leus  thra-ubin. 

"S  trie  aighear  'us  subhachas  daond' 
A  tionndaidh  gu  aoigh  a  bhrbin, 

Mar  thuirlingeas  duilleach  nan  craobh 
A'b  t-fhoghar,  's  an  raon  fo  cheb. 

Ge  minic  a  dh'fhiosraich  sinn  daor 
A  mhalairt  so,  ghaoil,  fo  lebn, 

Gut  h-ebl  dhuinn  le  cheil'  air  gach  taobh 
A  h-aon  nach  d'rinn  aom  o'n  n6s. 

O !  bhuanaich  sinn  tairis  'nar  gaol 
Fad  bhliadhna  bu  chaochlach  cuairt, 

A  sealbhachadh  aoibbneis  a  cheil' 
'S  a  measgnadh  ar  deur  's  ar  smuairn. 

Is  caidreamaid  dochas  gun  g^ill 
Na  shiubhail  d'  ar  re  do'n  chbrr; 

Co-phairticheains'  acain  do  chleibh 
'Us  gabh-s'  air  m'  uil'  eibhaeis  ciw. 


Had  I  ever  a  trouble  or  grief 

But  your  help  and  caresses  came  soon  ? 
Your  kindness  stiU  brought  me  relief. 

And  changed  all  my  darkness  to  noon. 

Earth's  rosiest  pleasures  one  sees 
Oft  turn  to  the  pallor  of  pain, 

As  when  autumn  dismantles  the  trees, 
And  makes  barren  and  bleak  the  plain. 

Our  joys  into  griefs  thus  to  run. 
My  darling,  too  often  we  knew ; 

But  each  of  us  still  Icnew  of  one 
That  was  always  found  tender  and  true. 

Our  love  has  been  constant  and  bright. 
Nor  changed  with  the  changeful  years, 

Each  glad  in  the  other's  delight. 
Aye  mixing  our  troubles  and  tears. 

Then,  dear,  let  us  hope  the  woi-st  part 
Of  om*  life  is  the  part  that  is  fio^vn; 

Let  me  share  all  the  woes  of  your  heart, 
And  make  all  my  gladness  your  own. 


Bongbjr  "Abnob. 


25-CUMHA  MHIC-AN-T01SICH-MACKINT08H  LAMENT. 

^^1 


fid:-:  1,  Id  : -::  r  Id  :  -  :  l.|s,:-  :  1, 

l|och      nan    och  1  lleag     iad     thu, 

Lens    an      teach  barr  •  fliioun  thu, 

Sad     thy    fate,  laid       so      low, 

Twasthy    proud  charg-er's    force 


dlr  :-  :d.rln 

I  11  beal     r     ach 


-:n|r  :-:-|d:-:-| 


.    Ighar    -  3i<lh 

M  beal     »     ach  a      ghar    -  aidh. 

Laid  where      they  slew  thee; 

Mad       •       ly  that  threw  thee. 


D.S. 


iffm^i 


zm-m-i^i-^-^- 


fdrztlz^ 


in      t-each 
'Twas    thy     wild 


:n  In  :  -  :r.d|d  :  - 

barr   -   fhionn  thu, 
war   -    like  horse. 


I  r  :  - :  d£  I  n  :  -  :  r  .d  I  r  :- :  dJ^I  1, :- : 

Ibarr  -  fhionn  thu, 
fier   -   y      course. 


Leag      an      t-cacli 
In         his     fierce 


Is  miae  'bbean  mhuladach, 
'Giulan  na  cun-aice, 
O'n  chiiala  gach  duiue, 

Gur  ann  'na  mhullach  bha  'm  fabhar. 
'S  i  maigbdeann  ro  dhubhacb, 
Nacb  fhainichear  tuilleadb  mi, 
O'n  taca  so  'n-uiridh, 

O'n  la  cbuireadb  am  fainn'  orm. 

'3  mis'  tha  gu  tursacb, 

'S  trie  snidb  air  mo  sbuilean, 

'S  mi  'g  ionndraiun  an  fhiurain, 

Marcaich  tir  'nan  steiid  aluiun. 
Cha  teid  mi  gu  bainnis, 
Gu  feill  no  gu  faidbir, 
Gur  ann  toiseacb  an  earraich, 

Fhuair  mi  'n  t-saighead  a  chraidh  mi ! 

Marcaich'  an  eich  leumnaicb  dbuibb ! 
Leumnaich  dbuibb!  leumnaicb  dbuibb! 
Marcaich'  an  eich  leumnaicb  dbuibb ! 

Reub  an  t-eacb  ban  thu ! 
Eobbain  Oig,  leag  iad  thu ! 
Eobbain  Oig,  leag  iad  thu ! 
Eobbain  Oig,  leag  iad  thu! 

Gu'n  fhios  domh  's  mi  lamh  riut ! 


Wearing  my  widows  dress 
While  these  griefs  round  me  press. 
Mourning  in  deep  distress, 

Sadly  I  linger. 
Ob ,  Ijut  my  heart  is  wae-! 
Ob,  bow  unlike  the  day 
Wlien  first  tbi.s  circle  lay 

Fair  on  my  finger  I 

Under  my  widow's  weeds, 
Oh,  how  my  bosom  bleeds, 
Rider  of  gallant  steeds. 

Weeping,  I  mourn  thee : 
Ne'er  shall  my  heavy  heart 
Have  in  earth's  joys  a  part; 
Death,  with  his  fatal  dart, 

Sorely  hath  torn  me. 
On  thy  black  bounding  steed, 
Fading  with  eager  speed, 
Slain  by  the  milk-white  steed. 

Where  it  had  thrown  thee. 
Ob,  my  young  darling  Hugh, 
Slain  e'er  I  ever  knew ; 
Dead!  oh,  my  dearest  Hugh, 

I  must  bemoan  thee ! 


Composed  by  the  bride-widow  of  EVAN  or  Hugh,  Pluef  of  Mackintosh,  who  was  killed  on  his  maniaije  day. 
Translation  by  L.  11.  Good  settings  of  this  melody  lue  given  in  Logan's  Collection,  and  Professor  Ckowm'J 
"The  Thistle." 


Chorus. 


26-AM  FOIRNEADH-THE  MOTHER'S  EXHORTATION. 


^ 


§--:z^tf.T=z;vqv^:;::Zi^.  izjzzz^zqyiz^g^gz  zi^z^^^^M^^^^ 

Is  ^  :cl,l.-  |8  .d  :8^f  ^ 

?  I   Iseaball    gu  bheil  thii^goracli  / 


KKTils  .jn  :d  ,1.-  Id  .a  :b  .jn 
o. 


.,pi  : d  .,r  I  n  ,s  .-  :  1     Is  ^  :  d  ,1 .-  |  s  .d  :  s  ^f 

Iseabail    nach     gablithu    furas?    |    IscabaU  uach  dean  thu  tamh  ?  |   Iseaball    gu  bheil  thu'.goracb 
Bella,  will  yoa     not   be     quiet?     Bella,  wby  inndia     whirl?    U  jroadonot     mairy    Souald, 

Song. 


^^=^^S^^^^^±^;^^^^^^^ 


(\n  .,r  :d 

liMora  post 


,r  |PI,8. 


ithu  Douull     |Bkn. 
Bells,  yon 're  a   silly       girL 


|8,pi.-  :d'.,l  |B  .,n  :f,r\-  |s.,d':t  .1  |se.,n  :r     i 

I  Gcd  a     t'lainig     e     gu  laithibb    (Thae    laidir  reachdor  tlan,       j 
)f  ou  'II  b  e  iiappy  yet    togetber ;        Tlio'  be  'i  old,  be  'b  itont  and  kind ; 


Is  ^ .-  : dUl  I B  ./I :  f  ,r .-  In  ^r  :  (i  ^r  I  n ,s .-  :  1  Is  ,n .-  : d'.,l  |  s  ^n  :  f  ,r .-  | 
Na  biodli  iom'galn  ort  a  h-alach,  IBi'tn'd  n.hathairnagabhsgath.  I'S  mathdobhordabhigunghainne,/ 
TOB*    ODiliiig  wife  and  motber,    B*  a  biiEbaodtoyow    mind.     Better  take  bim,  rich  and  mellow. 


^^^^jgg^^^z^a 


t 


n  ^d' :t  .PI' Ise^.  :1       |8^.-  :n».^|d'.,l  :8  .f 


S  paOtew  bafnne  aig  do  bbk, 
Aad  bave  wealth  and  cattle  om 


'  |n.,r:d  .,r  In.srl        11 

icb]  'S  e  gun  bhuaile  aig  no  bbarr.      II 


'Beach  bhi'n  talcegtullain  shuaraichl  'S  e  gun  bhuaile  aig  no  bbarr. 
Than  take  loiae  poor  wortble*  fallow, Who  has  neither  com  nor  cow. 


OMbh  tin  daifMMfaan  b  riomhadb, 
Oha  bbi  dith  ort,  fcheid  mi'n  rath  , 

9  feaw  dait  rin  na'n  aire,  ia  briodal 
lain  iJufin  %  D»U-a-ch^ 

Tog  dba  d'  kwiairt  f eacUi  an  tigba, 
OmV  cfl  MMth  dknit  a  bhi  b^{ 

€Hac  an  i^ktms,  Vi  glao  an  atonM 
la'd. 


vgabhtha'iitaiigw 
Br  Hi  faargMh  ilat  8V  bckth, 
M«  a  eord  th«  mM  tl  DonoU 
CMifc  am  d' flhfitaart  tta  ac  bv 


BidhaBdBiaaaofaBdiJI, 
SMh  bio*  ailMV  ana  do  mbninaal 
aoMMaaaoftfUk 

■wiby'-lMHI 


Ton  11  get  jewehy  and  dresses, 

And  f on  '11  never  want  for  ca«h| 
Better  that  than  mere  caresses 

From  wee  John  of  Dalachash, 
What's  the  good  of  being  saucy? 

Stop  your  fussing  through  the  house; 
Take  the  wealth  that  offers,  lassie, 

And  be  thrifty,  wise,  and  crouse. 

Bella,  yon  will  cause  me  sorrow 

If  your  chances  you  abuse ; 
You  may  leave  the  house  to-morrow 

If  old  Donald  you  refuse. 
Quick  and  dress,  and  show  your  grace*} 

There,  your  man  is  coming.  Miss; 
Now,  doot  you  be  making  faces 
.  ha  gtaeta  you  with  a  Idaa, 


Chorus. 


27-0  THEID  8INN-AWAY,  AWAY. 


=^§i^^pi^ii:^S^ 


jj/:n_^|l    :r     |d'    :n  ./i  Is  .,f  :n  .,r  |d     :ii_^  II    :r     Id'    :n.,d  |r  ;-  ir  \ 

'  ^    0      I  theid  Blnn,  theld  Binn  le  |  golgeart  agui   aoldb,     O       I  theid  sinn,  theid    sinn    |  de5n  -  ach  I 
A  -  way,  a  -  w«y     with  a    merry,  merry   lay,        Wltti  «ong  and    heart  ■  y        chor  -  ua. 


Fine. 


/:pks|1     :r     Id'    :n     |s.,f  :n.,r  |d     :t_^'|r'    :d'.  t  1 1_^  :  f  .n  jr  :  -  |r| 

\   O      I  theid  sinn,  theid  sinn     |  thakia  air  an  t-Sruidh,  Gu      I  mninntir  ar  daimh      ua  ar  1  n-e61  • 
We'UcroMtho    Forth,  and      riven  of  the  north,      A    •    way     to  the   land    that      bore 


SOMO. 


=:& 


r:nj:|d    :d'    |d'    : -.d'|r'.,d' :  t^  11^.- :  s    11    :r'|r'  ;-.n'|r'  :-.d'|l   \ 

IGed    Ibhasiun     bliadhn  -  tan  I  fa  -  da  fa  -  da     bhuath,  Am    |  Bai  -  le  Chluaidh    a  |c6mli  -  nuiah.i 
I  we  may    roam         far  from  our  Highland  home,  Where  Clyde's  brown  flood  ia    swell  -  iug. 


$^^-^^^S^M 


D.C. 


z^zzat 


^^~ 


*=^; 


qz-p 


:^=^-: 


r:t  |d'.,d':d'.,r'|d' :t,,l  Is  .,f  :n.,r|d     :r.,n|l    :s  .n  |1^  :f  .,n  Ir:-  |r    l 

ICar  I  tamul  beag  gnn  treig  sinn  ar  |  gairm  'us  gun  teid    sinn,  A  |  dh'  fhaotainn  an  graidh  'us  an|  c6mliraidh. j 
We  '11  seek  our  native  vales.  And  we  '11  hear  the  Highland  tale8,That  the  friends  of  our  childhood  are  telling. 


'Us  chi  sinn  an  caol,  air  'm  faca  sinn,  le  gaoith, 

Na  bataichean  aotrom  seoladh; 

'Us  chi  sinn  na  beanntan  a  gleidheadh  sneachd  's 

an  t-samhraidh, 
'Us  chi  sinn  na  h-aimhnichean  boidheach. 
O  theid  sinn,  &c. 

'Us  chi  sinn  na  glinn,  mu'n  ait'  's  an  d'rugadh  sinn 
'S  am  bitheadh  sinn  aotrom  gorach ; 
'Us  chi  sinn  na  coilltean,  le  aighear  is  toil-inntinn 
'S  am  bitheadh  sinn  a  cluinntinn  an  smeorach. 
0  theid  sinn,  &c. 


Again  we  11  view  the  places  that  we  knew— 

The  bay  with  boats  in  motion, 
The  mountains  all  sublime  with  their  snow  ia 
summer  time, 
And  rivers  rolling  down  to  the  ocean. 
Away,  &c. 

We  'U  see  each  ben,  and  bonnie,  bonnie  glen. 

And  wander  through  the  wild  wood, 
Where  the  thrush  on  leafy  spray  warbles  all  tha 
live-long  day, 
Where  we  used  to  play  in  childhood. 
Away,  &c. 


Gaelio  words  by  the  late  lOHM  Munbo,  Glasgow ; 


28-LINN  AN  AIGH-THE  HAPPY  AGE. 


:^E#S^^2E5^|i^ 


=U=t2: 


.  1  : 1  .,n 

bha  GJiilig 
the  birds  in 


If  .n  :r 

laigna  h-e6in 
Gaelic  sang 


,S 


If    .,B    :1 

Bha'iu  1  bainiie    air 
Milk  lay  like  dew 


-  .f 


In'  .n'  :  r'    :  - 

1  I6n  mar  dbriCichd 
on  the  lea; 
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air  IbJirr  an  fliraoich, 
to    honey  sprang, 
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A  Ib-uilo      nl 
ADd  everything 
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cho  I  saor  's  am  burn, 
was  good  and  free. 


Cha  robh  daoin'  a'  paidheadh  mail ; 

Orra  cha  robh  ckin  no  els — 
lasgach,  sealgach  agus  coill 

Gun  fhoighneachd  aca  'us  gun  phris. 

Cha  robh  cogadh,  cha  robh  cbmhstri ; 

Cha  robh  connsachadh  no  streup  aun ; 
H-uile  h-aon  a'  gabhail  cbmhnuidh 

Anns  an  t-sebl  'bu  debin  leis  fh^in  e. 

Cha  robh  guth  air  crich  no  tbir; 

Bha  gach  diul  'tigh'nn  beb  an  sith ; 
Peum  's  am  bith  cha  robh  air  mbd, 

'Us  lagh  na  cbrach  air  a'  chrldh'. 

Dh'  br  no  dh'  airgiod  cha  robh  miagh ; 

Sbgh  'us  fialaclid  air  gach  Ikimh ; 
Cha  d'  fhiosraich  bochduinn  duine  riamh, 

Ni  's  mb  a  dh'  iarr  neach  riamh  cuid  chliich. 

Bha  caoimhneas,  comunn,  iochd  'us  grhdh 
Anns  gach  ait  am  measg  an  t-sluaigh, 

Eadar  fax  an  d'  eiiich  grian 
"Us  far  an  laidh  i  niar  's  a  chuain, 

An  uair  bha  Gkilig  aig  na  h-ebin. 


No  tax  or  tribute  used  to  fall 

On  honest  men,  nor  any  rent; 
To  hunt  and  fish  was  free  to  aU, 

And  timber  without  price  or  stent. 

There  was  no  discord,  war  or  strife, 
For  none  were  wronged  and  none  oppressed; 

But  every  one  just  led  the  life 
And  did  the  things  that  pleased  him  beat 

All  lived  in  peace,  there  was  no  sort 
Of  prey  or  plunder,  feud  or  fight; 

There  was  no  need  for  any  court— 
Their  hearts  contained  the  law  of  right. 

For  gold  or  silver  no  one  cared. 
Yet  want  and  woe  were  never  near; 

All  had  enough,  and  richly  fared. 
And  none  desired  his  neighbour's  gear. 

Love,  pity,  and  good-will  were  spread 

Among  the  people  everywhere, 
From  where  the  morning  rises  red 

To  where  the  evening  shineth  fair, 

When  all  the  birds  in  Gaelic  lang. 


Gaelic  BODg  by  J.  MACCCABAia. 


Chorus, 


29-CUIR  A  CHION  DIU8-FAIREST  AND  DEAREST. 
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I  Cuir,  a  chion  dl   •    lis,    |  di 
Sweetest  and  dear  •  eet,   fair 


Ua,    di 


lia,  I  Cuir,  a  cblon  dl  -   lis,  |  tharam  do  l&mh ; 
est,   Take  me,  my  dar- ling,  now  In  thine  armi 
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I  Do      Ighorm    shuil   thairis     a  ImhealladhnammiU-teanjB'amaldeaohmi  'nuair|thugmidhmtgradh|| 
Thy     red  lips  are      smiling,  thy  blue  e^eabeguO  •  lug;    Would  that  I  ne'er  had  gazed  on  thy  charms. 


Song. 


^^g^rf^nf^^g 
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lEinn  (deisead  do  phearsauachlfhacaa    a     thuairmeas,|'Giomachdfo'uchuach-chnltha|camagach  tlA,  I 
Thy       beauty  and  brightness  and  lightness  in  go    •    ing   Under    the     bon  •  nie  brown  waves  of  thy  hair. 


i: d|£'  In'  :fLpi':r|i['| r':n'.r':d'.tll  :s^ :p\d'|  t :- :  1  Is : n :  rvd  \nijx:  t,  Id :-.r :  t,  1 1, :- 11 

iBinn  Idealradh   do    mhaise    'ns    llasadhdoghruaidheanlMiae   ghrad-bhnaladb   |  thairis  gii  liir.      || 
Thy      Upaied    and  luscions,  and  blushes  briglit  glowing,  Smote  me  withlove  and  sweetest  despair. 


Do  dhearc-shnilean  glana,  fo  mhala  gun 
ghruaimean, 

'S  daingeaa  a  bhuail  iad  mifie  le  d'  ghrkdh. 
Do  rbs-bhilean  tana,  seimh,  farasda  suairce, 

Cladhaichear  m'  uaigh  mur  glac  thu  mo  lamh. 

Thoir  fuasgladh  air  m'  anain,  o'n  cheangal  is 
cruaidhe ; 
Cuimhnich  air  t'uaisle,  'a  cobhair  mo  chks ; 
Najbiodhams'a'm  thrkill  dhuit  gu  brath  o  an  uaii-so; 
Ach  tiomaich  o  chmaa  do  chridhe  gu  tlks. 

Cha  'n  fhaodar  learn  cadal,  air  leabaidh  an 
uaigneas, 

'S  m*  aigue  'g  a  bhuMreadh  dh'  oidhche  's  a  Ik; 
Ach  ainnir  a's  binne,  's  a'e  grinne,  's  a's  suairce, 

Gabh-sa  dhiom  truas  'ua  bithidh  mi  tika. 


Thy  blue  eyes  soft  beaming  and  gleaming,  my 
treasure. 
Lips  like  the  rose  in  the  dew  of  the  mom. 
With  passion  have  filled  me,  and  thrilled  me  with 
pleasure ; 
Death  is  my  doom  if  I  suffer  their  i 


Thy  charms  are  ensnaring,  despairing  I  langtUBh; 

Free  me— remember  how  noble  thou  art ; 
No  longer  enslave  me  bat  save  me  from  anguish : 
Love,  sweetest  love — let  it  soften  thine  heart. 

For  me  there's  no  sleeping;  but  weeping,  grief - 
laden, 

Midnight  and  morning  with  sorrow  I  dwell; 
But,  oh  !  should  my  sweetest  and  neatest  young 

Pity  and  love  me,  I  soon  should  be  well,  [maiden 


30-A  CHAILINN  THA  TAMH  MU  LOCH  EITE-THE  LASS  BY  LOCH  ETIVE. 


|eU      ml 

Dh'fhits  cianal 

Chorus-  I  'm       dreary 

A  lovely 
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b'ibh    •    aist     la         I    seachduin       no  Siibaid,  'S  cha 

air         m'aig    -    ne       bho  'n   thug  mi  'chiad       aire  Do  'n 

on         Snn     -     day,    1  'ra        wea      -      ry    on  Men  -  day,      And 

young  na      •     tive,    from      bon  nie    Loch      E   -    tive.  Has 
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Bha        I  dm  ann    'us    ehaoil 
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•  ear    A     prkmh  gu    deagh  |  glileus    mi ; 
cbailinn       iha  tkmh    mu  Loch     Eite. 
noth  -  ing    can  wake    me    to       glad  •  ness ; 
filled     me   with  lore    and  with     ead   -   ness. 

*  First  time  end  with  F  (doh') ;  second  time  end  with  C  (soh), 
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mi  nach 
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once  had  the     no      -     tiou,  that  for 
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II  beanadh     an      gaol  rium 'S  nach|  maothaicheadh  idir 

love's  strange  e   -   mo  -  tion    My    heart       was  too       careless 


:1    I 


I  chrldh'  ris ; 
liat  -  leas: 


Ach/ 
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M  chaochail  am  beaclid  sin  us    Ithami    nis     faiciun  Gur  |  deac  -  air    e         duine        bhl    latrlth  ris. 
changed  that  opinion,      I've  felt  its    do  -  minion,  And  find     that  its    sway     b    re    -    siat-less. 


Alg  coinnimh  na  h-bigiidh  'a  ann  chuir  mi  'n 
ceud  eblas  ^ 

Air  an  bg-chailinn  choimhlionta,  chiataich ; 
"Us  cha  tig  e  an  gradaig  a  mhtichaa  an  t-sradag 

A  riun  ise  fhudadh  'n  am  chliabh-sa. 
Oh»  dhth  dhomh  bhi  luaidh  air  na  feartan  thug 
buaidh  orm, 

'S  a  mhosgail  bho  shuaimhneas  gu  brbn  mi — 
A  gnitis  f  hoinnidh,  f  hlathail,  a  stulean  caoin,  tairis, 

'S  a  binn-bheul  o  'm  blasda  thig  cbmhradh. 
Is  finealta,  uasal  a  beus  'us  a  gluasad; 

Is  ceanalta,  suairce  a  nkdur ; 
'N  a  pearsa  cho  loinneil,  'n  a  deise  oho  sgoinneil — 

Cha  'n  ioghnadh  ged  's  toigh  leam  a'ghraidheag. 
'S  e  cuspair  mo  smaointean  a  latha  's  a  dh'  oidhche 

A  dh'  fhoillseachadh  seM  air  bhi  rciidh  ritli', 
'Chionn  mur  faigh  mi  a  buaunachd  ri  'm  bheb 
bidh  mi  truagh  dhetb, 

Vo    Bg^il     dhuibh     gun     atuumhiiMks     gun 
bibbneaa. 


At  a   young  people'a  meeting  I  first  got  her 
greeting, 
This  fair  one  for  whom  I  am  yearning, 
And  her  loveliness  threw  some  love  sparks  in  my 
bosom, 
That  still  are  unquenchably  burning. 

The    graces  displayed   in   this  charming  young 
maiden 

Are  past  all  my  powers  of  relation: 
Her    smile    that    entrances,  her    bright    loving 
glances, 

Her  artless  and  sweet  conversation- 
Each  featui-e  and  gestm-e,  each  fold  of  her  vesture, 

Each  word  and  each  motion  discover 
She 's  peerlessly  pretty,  wise,  modest  and  witty — 

Dear  lassie,  no  wonder  I  love  her  ! 

Both  sleeping  and  waking  my  lit  art  it  ia  aching ; 

To  win  her  esteem  I'll  endeavoiu: ; 
And  if  my  enslaver  deny  me  her  favour, 

My  life  shall  be  clouded  for  ever. 


New  song  by  Mr  IL  HAOTASLAn;  teMulMon  by  L.  M.    The  air  Is  known  m  •«ilrldhi 


31-CRCNAN-A  LULLABY. 
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laoid-  idh 
None  will 
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igohh-  air       dhomh,      Igoiil  -  idli 
big  -  ger,  or  brav  -  er, 
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1  caoir        -        ich, 
strong      -       er : 
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Cagaran  laghach  thu,  cagaran  caomli  thu, 
Cagaran  odliar,  na  cluinneam  do  chaoine ; 
Goididh  e  gobhair  'us  goididh  e  caoirich, 
Goididh  e  sithionn  o  fhireach  an  aonaich. 

Dean  an  cadalan  's  dtiin  do  shhilean, 
Dean  an  cadalan  beag  'na  mo  sgtirdaich ; 
Rinn  thu  an  cadalan  's  dhilin  do  shtiilean, 
Einn  thu  an  cadalan,  slan  gu'n  ddisg  thu ! 

Thuit  e  'na  chadalan  thuit  e  'na  shuainean ; 
Cairisidh  ainglean  gu  cairdeil  mu'n  cnairt  da; 
Cluinnidh  e'n  guthan  a  cagar  'na  chluasan, 
'S  bithidli  fiamh-ghkire  air  grkdhan  'na  bhruadar ! 


Lullaby,  little  one,  bonnie  wee  baby, 
He  '11  be  a  hero  and  fight  for  us  maybe ; 
Cattle  and  horses  and  sheep  will  his  prey  be: 
None  will  be  bolder  or  braver  than  baby. 

Softly  and  silently  eyelids  are  closing; 
Dearest  wee  jewel,  so  gently  he 's  dosing; 
Softly  he 's  resting  by  slumber  o'ertaken; 
Soundly  he  'a  sleeping  and  sweetly  he  '11  waken. 

Placidly,  peacefully,  slumber  has  bound  him ; 
Angels  are  lovingly  watching  around  bim^ 
Beautiful  spirits,  his  sorrow  beguiling, 
Sweetly  they  whisper,  and  baby  is  smiling  I 


The  three  first  verses  of  the  Gaelic  are  relics  of  an  old  Lochaber  lullaby. 


Chorus. 


32-BAN-RIGH  BHIGTORIA-QUEEN  VICTORIA. 
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ICuiribhlfoim  air  an  diin       bo    aniciin-ain   ain-aitlirichean, 'Usjtogaibhleam  an  t-seisd   so,    gu  / 
Nowa     bold  and  sonor   -   ousgoodchor- usfroni  HighlandersilUngoutycurheartycheers,  Mountain- 
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.1  h-eutrom'sgucaithreaniac!i;Thal  clannanau  Gaidhealthal  tainhmeasgnammor-bheauna.Lel  duiaclid  agcur/ 
eers  and  brave  Islamici-s  ;    All    join  this  refrain,  for  the  reign,  long  and  glor  -  i-ous,  The    royal  rule  of 

Song.  ^ 
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\    failt      air      a"    j Bhaii  righun  Victoria.   i| Tha    I Sasunn doirteadh mach  a h-6ir  4    I storasaibh    gu    f 
blessings  full,  the  good  Queen  Victoria's.      The     Saxon  land,  with  lavish  hand,  has    shown  her  liber- 
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Vfinghantach ;  An  j  Eiiinn  fhein  a'  deanamh  streii)  a  I  mi-thlachdgheurathiomachadh; 
al   -  i  -  ty ;  Ev'n  Erin's  Islii  resumes  her  smile  of  sweetest,  rarest    qual-i-ty;   On  Lowland  dales  and 
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thiomachadh;  NaJ  Cuimrich  agus   I 


liMiE^Ei 


/li 


d  :s  .d  |s,.l,:d.r  In 


.Goillnah-Alb'eurl  aird  air  mar  is  iirrainn  daibli,  Aj  choisreagadh  gu  h-uasal  fialaidh!  bliadbna  na  h-iubilil 
hills  of  Wales,  that  ancient  Principal  -  I  -  ty,  Tliis  Jub-i  -  lee  they  keep  with  glee,  and  free  cordi  -  al  -  i  -  ty ! 


Ach  sinne,  Gaidlieil  nan  criochan  yarbh, 

Is  tearc  's  an  am  ar  fiueachan; 
Is  eutroni,  falamh,  f&s,  gun  6i', 

Ar  i)6cannan  's  ar  n-ioumhasan; 
Cha'n  e  ar  n6s  bhi  spaideil,  sp6rsail, 

Bruidhneach,  bbsdail,  miodalach, 
TTb'  tairgidh  sinu,  mar  sin,  do'n  Bhhnrigh'nn 

L&n-ghradh  ar  cridheachan. 
Gun  lion  i  mdran  Ikithean  fhathast 

Cathair  iird  nam  Breatunnach  ; 
Gn'm  fas  a  ckirdcan  lionmhor,  Ihn  ; 

Gu'm  faigh  a  namhaid  beagacliadh ; 
Gu'm  meal  i  sonas,  grJidh  an  t-sl6igh, 

'Us  gl6ir  'n  a  Ihitliibh  deireannach ; 
'S  ma  leanas  iadsan  thig  'u  a  d^igh 

'N  a  ceumaibh  cha  'n  eagal  duinn. 
Am  measg  nan  linn  a  b"  airde  gl5ir, 

Lc'n  daoine  m6ra,  foghainteach ; 
Am  miasg  nam  fine  thoisiim  cliti 

Fo  rigliribh  cfiiseil,  comasach— 
A  dh'aindheoin  beachd  nan  e»chdraichean— 

Gu  deimhinn,  's  iad  mo  rocrhainn-sa 
At  cinnaadh  fein,  an  linn  a  tlia 

'S  ar  Bknrigh'nn  Victoria. 


But  we  the  Graels,  in  lonely  vales 

Beyond  the  frowning  Grampians, 
Thougli  clansmen  true,  are  poor  and  few, 

Bereft  of  chiefs  and  champions. 
Though  we've  been  proud  and  never  bowed 

With  praises  loud  to  royalty, 
Our  Queen  and  land  shall  aye  command 

Our  hand,  heart  and  loyalty. 
Long  may  she  reign  o'er  land  and  main, 

No  loss  or  pain  distr^tsiug  her, 
Tier  friends  increasing-,  foes  decreasing, 

Jlealth  unceasing  blessing  her; 
Long  may  licr  people  shower  upon  tan 

Love  and  honour  merited ; 
Jlay  sons  unborn  her  virtues  see 

By  Idngs  to  be  inherited. 
Of  every  age  upon  the  page 

Of  Britain's  sage  historian, 
For  this  we  claim  the  highest  fama^ 

This  ago  we  name  Victorian; 
And  surely  none  such  victories  won 

So  wisely,  bravely,  humanly; 
And  than  our  Lady  none  has  been 


More  queenly  or  womanly. 
Gaelic  song  written  for  this  collection  by  Mr  M.  MacFaklank. 
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imagery  of  "The  Day  of  Judgment,"  the  shrewd  incisiveness  and  virile  power  of  "The 
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In  the  "Confessions,"  on  the  other  hand,  we  see  unveiled  the  dramatic  struggles  of 
the  liuman  spirit  agonising  for  deliverance.  In  this  case,  complicated  by  a  terrible 
episode  in  which  the  romantic  Rebellion  of  the  Clans  who  followed  Prince  Cliarlie  i;: 
1745,  resulted  in  a  parallel  tragedy  in  the  experience  of  this  poet. 

This  is  the  first  complete  Edition  of  Buchanan's  Works  and  his  Life. 


-        An  a.liiiirabit  EngU.sh  vcrsiou  of  the  .Spiritual  Songs Tut:  S(  OTsman. 

Here  if  a  type  of  t^piritual  experience  to  i\hi<']i  we  are  strangers,  to  which  our  own  tiuie  oii8r>  no 
parallel.    Among  the  human  dociuuents  of  enduring-  iutcrest  and  psychologicftl  value. — The  Time.<. 

A  valuable  contribution  to  our  knowledge  of  the  byeways  of  Scottish  religion  in  the  eighteenth 
century.— The  British  Wkkki.y. 

Conveys  to  the  English  reader  the  precise  sentiment,  as  nearly  as  may  be,  of  the  Gaelic  original. 
Mr  Macbeau'i  prefatory  sketch  of  the  poet's  life  is  of  absorbing  interest. — Gi-ASGOW  Hebald. 


Beautifully  bound  in  rich  cloth— gilt  top 
— uncut  edges— coloured  plates. 


Price  5/- 

JHE  STORY  pEJ  MARJORIE 

THE  IMMORTAL  WOXDER-CHILD  AKD 
PLAYMATE  OF   SIR  WALTER   SCOTT. 

Iler  neidy-dhcovered  Journals  and  Portraits.       Numerous  Illustrations. 
Facsimiles  of  Child's  Letters. 

To  tho-e  who  would  know  perhaps  the  most  attractive  child  of  whom  record  has  been  \\Titteii,  we 
would  f^ay— Read  this  book.— Thk  Academy. 


Tlie  immortal  ehijd  !  Avery  welcome  volume Daily  Mail. 

Literature  never  paid  so  much  homaste  to  one  so  youug. — Scot.sman.  <^ 

A  charming  record  it  .surely  is.— T.P.'.s  Weekly. 

A  liook  that  will  be  very  welcome  to  all  lovers  of  Sir  Walter  Scott, — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

This  book  makes  charming  reading.— Daily  Telegkapii. 

We  confess  to  being  among  those  for  whom  Mr  Macbean  has  prepai-ed  this  book,  *'  who  have  longed 
to  know  more  of  Pet Marjorie."— Liter aky  World. 

Her  diarie.^  and  verses,  quaint  and  delightful  in  Uie  extreme,  are  here  published  in  full.— ST 
James'  Gazette. 

Marjorie's  original  diarie«  have  come  to  light,  and  the  lx>ok  has  been  largeh  rc-written.— TrfR 

TiMK.S. 


